Recrudescence 


by squigglysquid 


Category: Mass Effect 
Genre : Romance 
Language: English 

Characters: Garrus V., Shepard (E) 

Pairings: Garrus V. /Shepard (E) 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-16 22:59:48 
Updated: 2016-04-26 07:21:46 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 16:48:55 
Rating: M 
Chapters: 12 
Words : 36,781 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 
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1 . Prologue 
-Prologue- 

"Would you _please_ shut up?" The pilot of the small gunship says to 
her companion, but seriously doubts any word is heard. If anything, 
it only makes him louder. 

"- That I'm bad to the bone," he yells from the behind her in the 
gunner's seat - still making that horrible miming of an instrument, 
might she add - which makes her growl in irritation as she tries not 
to just pilot them into a cliff side out of spite. "B-B-B-B-Bad ! 
B-B-B-B-" 

"I hate youaC 1 " 

That shuts him up long enough to lean down and pat her helmet with a 
loving tease of a purr. "No. You _love_ me." 

"I'd love to eject your seat right about now, but that little 
addition wasn't something I could afford without weighing my baby 
down." She taps the controls and glances his way before quickly 
looking back to the controls. "Are you even ready for this?" 

He snorts and crosses his arms in the too small space, his legs 
cramped in this small gunner's seat. "Why wouldn't I be?" 

"Because you insist on going alone?" 

"You'll be out here with the gunshipaC 1 And what's the worse that can 
happen? " 



"You get shot? Or killed?" 


He hums at that, as if he'd really be considering it, but she knows 
that sound all too well to be one of sarcasm. _Ass. _ 

"Do you even remember the mission?" she asks as they start to close 
in on the private dock embedded in the side of the 
cliffs! de. 

Beneath his helmet, he rolls his eyes, and sighs dramatically. "Get 
in, get the girl, get out. Simple." 

"Not ' simple 'a€l You need to wipe out everyone and plant 
evidence . " 

Supposedly, the daughter of a wealthy security company has decided 
that her father is leading the business in the wrong direction, 
hiring men still too green for her liking. So how does she think they 
will alleviate the problem? 

Well, by hiring freelance meres to kidnap her and plant evidence 
leading to her kidnappers being the local mercenary company. Not 
something they'd have thought of, but, then again, they're just 
getting paid to 'kidnap' and transport the security firm 
heiress . 

Now if only the man in the back seat will remember _his 

_job . 

Chuckling from the back, the mere pats the assault rifle in his lap. 
"All I got to do is drop heat sinks with Eclipse serials and leave 
Eezo traces from biotics. Got that shit covered." 

"You act like this is just another security job, " she 
deadpans . 

"Well, this is a job _wiping out_ security, so it's kinda the 
same . " 

"It is _so _not the same-" 

"It's completely the same!" He barks from the back, his dual-toned 
voice coming through the comm as well. "Besides, it's not like we 
have any way of backing out now. Radar reads the docks just 
ahead . " 

Dug out of the side of the large cliff is a cavern, half natural 
rock, half metal platforms and mechanical machinery. The facility 
isn't large, not big enough for an actual ship above a Corvette 
class, but it goes deeper into the rock, a small training post built 
within the shelter of the man and nature made chamber. With hope, 
their target won't be deep within the facility, but closer to the 
actual dock, tending to inventory like they were told. 

"Okay, do you need to look for - Hey!" She trills when the hatch 
opens and her partner climbs out, his mag boots making loud thuds as 
they seal him to the moving gunship. 

_This is just like him_, she thinks as he closes the hatch and 



crouches low over the top of the cabin, waiting to get close. _One 
day he's going to fall off and I'll be laughing my ass off because 
he'll deserve it for being so damn impatient. _ 

To prove her point, as soon as she comes close, weapons firing and 
the security firing back, he charges, glowing a dark violet as he 
launches off the ship. He rams into a group of of the armored men 
harder than a charging Krogan, sending them down for the count, 
probably dead from the force that sends them flying. 

"Laying down the welcome mat, " he asks with arms spread over the 
bodies. "You shouldn't havea€ 1 " 

"Get him ! " 

Ducking under a grenade, the armored mere smirks under his helmet and 
lifts his weapon, firing holes into the thrower. Walking forward into 
the men not being picked off at the distance from the gunship, he 
watches the men's subpar ammunition be deflected by his barrier and 
armor as black and reflectionless as shadow. 

_They definitely need something done about their shitty weaponrya€ 1 
and training_, he thinks as he whips his weapon across the face of 
one, kicks the knee back of a second, and headbutts a third before 
firing upon the last in the group with his weapon. 

"_Stop showing off and get who we're here for, Schuler 
something . 

"Yeah, yeah, " he says into his comm as he throws a group of men off 
the dock and down into the abyss below. "I'll find the 
broad . " 

Leaving her to take care of the rest of the security pouring out from 
the training grounds, he heads towards the docking station control 
room. The doors are, of course, locked, but that doesn't prove to be 
much of a problem after a few slams of his shoulder - perhaps backed 
by _some_ biotics - breaks it down. 

"Knock, knock," he deadpans as a stray shot bounces off his armor. 
Looking up from his perusal where it hit, he growls at the trembling 
dock manager. "You shot me." 

"Don't come any closer!" 

Storming into the room, the mere slaps away the weapon and snaps his 
head forward, grabbing the man's throat. "Where's Emma 
Schuler? " 

"Ia€l I don't knowa€ 1 She isn't herea€ 1 " 

A loud boom cuts off any demand and he drops his charge, putting his 
foot on the man's chest to hold him down as he opens his comm. "What 
the fuck are you doing? Stop blowing shit up." 

"_No choice. We've got incoming. 

Growling, he puts more of his massive weight on his foot. "Where is 
she? " 



"I don't know! She's not here, I swear!" 

Kicking the man in the face, he knocks him out before stomping to the 
door, ducking in cover just as bullets whiz past. Cursing their luck, 
he blind fires and hears his modded rounds rip through the incoming 
security forces. 

"_I hate to say it,_" his partner says in between rapid machine gun 
fire from her gunship. _"But I think we've been played. 

"No shit." Snapping at her is uncalled for, he knows, but he _hates 
_being treated like a gullible child and he can't help but to wonder 
if this is just a 'learning experience' from their uncle thanks to 
his opinion on their age and experience. "Get that gunship to 


"No. You seriously aren't thinking-" 

"Just do it, " he interrupts as he rounds his cover, charging into the 
furthest group of inexperienced soldiers, sending those he passes 
stumbling from the force of his biotics. 

When he slams into them, he slams his fist into the ground to send 
his charged energy exploding out like a supernova. He hears his 
partner gasp in shock, but he doesn't falter in his charge, doesn't 
hesitate as he runs straight for her gunship. 

Putting all trust in his impulsive nature and luck, he jumps, biotics 
jetting him forward. He lands on the gunship hard with a grunt and 
climbs up quickly. "Extend the turret!" 

Without hesitation, she hits the controls as the ship sways out of 
incoming gunfire, now able to move with the thud of his mag boots. 
Mounted turret stands from its hidden compartment and he doesn't 
wait, doesn't falter as he grabs the controls and begins firing with 
more control and maneuverability than her own weapons. 

Heavy weaponry in tandem, they manage to clear the ground, but it 
takes it toll and leaves them panting and exhausted. "Whata€ 1 the 
fucka€ 1 was that?" 

"We've been tricked." 

"To make an example?" 

"No, " she says with a thoughtful hum as she retracts the turret and 
pops the cockpit hatch. "I think we were all lied to." 

"But for what purpose?" 

"Guess we'll find out soon enough." Looking back to him, she watches 
him shrug and pull the hatch closed. "Let's get home?" 

"Yeah. Take us home, Cass." 


2 . Chapter 1 


-Garrus- 



The piano playing is soothing as he waits, waits for her. With drink 
in hand and weight of his armor finally free from his shoulders, 
Garrus keeps his eyes on the entrance, letting the glass grow wet 
with condensation. He doesn't want to drink until she arrives, 
promising her that he'd be the first to buy the drinks. 

If he had eyes for anything but the entrance in search of her, he'd 
notice how everything around him is nothing but the small section of 
bar, a single solitary seat besides his own, and white, flowing mist. 
It's not a foreboding sense of emptiness, but one of silent comfort, 
a still air of nothing but himself and the patience of waiting for 
her. A patience instilled in him that he's really starting to think 
of testing. 

Just as he envisions going out in search of her, of what that might 
entail, she steps through the white fog, beautiful and grinning in 
that tiny black dress from a long ago time. Her happiness and warmth 
flows through him and he sets his glass down to stand, wrapping his 
arms around her when she runs to him, throwing her arms around his 
neck . 

"About time you decided to show up, " he rumbles as he nuzzles her 
cheek. "I thought I'd have to wait here forever." 

She chuckles and kisses him. "Oh, I'm sorry I was doing your job for 
you mister 'I took the last shot'." 

Snorting at her smirk, he pulls her into his lap, forgoing her own 
seat. "We both know you were just looking for a way to get to press 
the big red button before me." 

"True," she responds with a wry grin and clinks her glass to his. "It 
was a mighty fine explosion." They both taste their drink with shared 
hums of delight before she adds, "Sent those fuckers out with a bang 
while you were sitting on your ass." 

"You know me, " he says as she nuzzles her nose to his mandible, 
leaning into his chest. "I love to leave you with all the 
work . " 

"Funny. That's the exact opposite of in bed." He snorts and takes 
another sip as she lays her head on his shoulder, free hand caressing 
his cheek plate. "It wasn't as fun without you hounding me and 
constantly yelling 'Jane!' in my comm-" 

"Or in your head," he teases and smirks at her eye roll. "And I 
thought you loved my voice." 

"Since we met, " she agrees with a smirk and nod. "Pretty much 
anything you do with your mouth." 

At that, she smirks heatedly, just demanding he press his mouth to 
hers and slide his tongue in her mouth. As if thought automatically 
merges into action, he feels his own tongue curling around hers to 
taste the spiced liquor mixing with her tastes as his own alcohol 
coated taste combines with hers. 

As he slides his hand along her thigh, just giving a bare hint of 
touch beneath the dress' hem, he starts to get the most peculiar 
feeling. Arm going numb, he loses the feeling of her skin beneath his 



fingers, a painful sting radiating from his shoulder to his 
fingertips . 

As he trills in confusion, a look in her eyes reveals a very similar 
expression. At her drawn brows, he rumbles in question and asks, "You 
feel that too?" 

"Yeah," she answers with a slight nod, laying her hands on her knees. 
"My legs feel numb, like they're asleep." 

"My arm." He lifts his hand up and tries rolling his wrist, not 
feeling the movement though his eyes tell him he's managed it. "What 
could it be?" 

"Last calla€ 1 " 

Smiling softly as if they both aren't feeling the disorienting 
feeling of suddenly losing sensation in their limbs, she cups his 
face and kisses him tenderly, tongue caressing and gently dancing. 
When she pulls away, her hands slide back around to hug him 
tightly . 

"See you on the other side," she whispers and he frowns. 

"Buta€ 1 this is the other side." 

Chuckling in that warm, soothing tone, she runs a hand over his 
fringe as her other takes his hand that can still feel sensation. 
"Theother other side." 

Before he can try to argue, to ask her what 'other side' she seems so 
privy to, the bar begins to fade. Her weight in his lap lifts off him 
as his mind starts to lose the sight of her, the white slowing 
engulfing him and shifting as the feeling in his arm becomes the only 
sensation before it, too, disappears. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Garrus wakes with a groan, knowing immediately that something is 
off before even opening his eyes. Besides the soreness all over his 
body, the weak feeling of being immobile for far too long and the 
itch in his plates from lack of proper hygiene, he feelsaCl 
different . <p> 

Opening his eyes as he tries to sit up, his arm buckles beneath him, 
sending him back down in the bed. He growls in frustration and looks 
around, finding himself in some sort of dark tent, the only thing 
telling him what kind the medical machines currently beeping at a 
rapid pace, machines attached to him. 

"What thea€ 1 " He tries to sit up, using both hands and trills, eyes 
widening at the sudden lack of something that should be. 

Trying to bring his hands before his eyes only jerks up his right 
hand, his left as if there buta€ 1 not. Trills going shrill and 
keening, he feels his left side to find the horror at his 
shoulder . 


His arm is gone! 



Just as he howls in fear and shock, a turian woman, older by himself 
from the cracks lining her features and aged wisdom of years in her 
eyes, pushes aside the flap of the tent and rushes to his side. 
"Please, sir. You have to calm down! You've been through-" 

That's when realization hits him like a krogan, everything that has 
led to this point crashing down. He knows what has happened to him, 
doesn't really need to hear after what he knows, but there is one 
thing he doesn't know, yet has to immediately. 

"My wife, " he growls as his only hand snaps forward quick as a 
gunshot and wraps around the woman's neck. "Where is she?!" 

The woman, a doctor by her uniform and smell of sanitizing fluids, 
trills and grips his hand, clearly in disbelieve that he'd be so 
strong after what feels like, to him, ages of inactivity. He doesn't 
know how long he's been out, but the lack of pain doesn't bode well 
for it being only a short time. He'll find out soon enough, he 
supposes, once his biggest concern is tended to. 

"Shea€l She isa€l herea€ 1 " 

"Where is here? Take me to her!" He doesn't need to hear any more 
explanation. If she's alive, if she's here, he will be damned if he's 
away from her a second longer. 

Shoving her away from him, he rips the sheets off, scarred more than 
he remembers, but visually capable to walk. He just needs to make 
sure his legs can still carry him. 

The doctor clambers to her feet and, despite the very real threat of 
getting in his way, growls as she tries to push him back as he tries 
to get up. "You cannot leave this bed! You've been unconscious 
for-" 

"It is alright, Aelia, " a voice and rumbling he recognizes says as 
light floods the tent once again. "I can tend to Garrus from 
here . " 

"Arcanus, " Garrus growls as he pushes the woman off him, ripping off 
the monitoring equipment and standing on weak legs thanks to using 
the bed as support. The doctor glares at him with a low, rumbling 
snarl of reprimand, but she's obviously either too smart to get in 
his way or is an actual position to have to follow the mere's orders. 
"Where is Jane?" 

"In an adjoining tent-" 

"And why am I not with her?" 

"Because they are not big enough for two beds. Side by side is the 
closest we could do." The man crosses his hands behind his back. "I 
can take you to see her, though I must warn you that her condition 
isa€l a delicate one." 

His anger drops like a stone and he keens. "What? Is she okay?" 

"She will be. For now, she needs rest. As you did and still 

do. " 



"Take me to her. Please, Arcanus . " Never in his life would he expect 
to be pleading with a mercenary, no matter the circumstances , but 
now? Now, with his wife so close yet so far away from him, he isn't 
above begging to get to his love. 

Reguix nods and comes to his side, taking Garrus ' good - only, he 
needs to remember that - arm over his shoulder and wraps his own arm 
around his waist to help support him. Slowly, so slowly thanks to his 
weakened state, they traverse the seemingly endless trek between his 
bed and the tent's opening. Beyond that is an even greater distance 
between his tent and hers right beside it. 

"Why are we in a Blue Suns camp?" he asks as he shades his eyes from 
the, compared to the dark tent, bright, cloudy day to look around at 
all the blue armors walking around a camp built from the rubble of an 
Earthen city. It doesn't look quite like the one they had fought in, 
so it leaves question as to where they are, but he was never any 
expert at human cities, so he doesn't really know. 

"I will explain when you both are in a better condition," Arcanus 
says as he opens the tent. "For now, you should tend to yours." 

As his eyes adjust, he squints and tries to make out shapes, hearing 
a soft breathing aside from his and their friend's and the soft beep 
of machines, but that's it. "Arcanus," he asks softly, fearing the 
answer. "Where are our children?" 

"With your father and sister, upon last communicat ions . " 

"Last communicat ions ? " He rumbles in confused questioning. "Where are 
they ? " 

Reguix thinks this over with a hum before looking his way, only his 
shadow able to be made out, but features slowly growing out of the 
darkness. "Relay travel has been limited the first months and now 
less reliable than we are used to. They will arrive shortly to see to 
you and your wife." 

Relay travel limited? Could something have happened to the 
Relays ? 

Waita€ 1 months? 

"How long have I been asl-" 

Arcanus stops him with a raised hand. "I believe it better to focus 
on more important matters." 

Nodding in agreement with his eyes fully accustomed to the dark, he 
looks to the bed and gasps at the sight of his mate laying upon the 
bed. Asleep in a state similar to his own, her upper right torso from 
neck to her forearm are covered in bandages, the smell of antiseptic 
strong in the air. As he stumbles to the bed beside her and his eyes 
rake over her, stopping at a sight he can't imagine being 
true . 

Raising his hand, he slowly lowers it over her legs, not stopping 
until it touches the bed. He keens and fists the blankets where her 
legs should be, leaning over her in her bed as his stomach clenches 
and chest tightens. "You monstersa€ 1 " 



Arcanus doesn't say anything, doesn't need to in this sort of 
situation, and Garrus doesn't truly blame him, not realistically, 
but, right now, he is anything but being realistic. Growling, he 
spins and tries to swing, slow from drugs and lack of strength. The 
man easily avoids the move and the effort sends Garrus nearly 
collapsing on the floor if not for the bed. 

He might as well have fallen because, as it is, he is simply a mess 
of dry sobs and keens as horror of what they did to his mate wash 
over him. Sliding to the floor, he pulls up his legs and buries his 
head in his hand, the sensation of the other still there. 

It hurts and all he can think of is how she'll take it, how hurt 
she'll be with such a massive part of her life - her mobility - taken 
from her. Haven't they given enough for this damn war, but they had 
to give their bodies as well? Or parts of them? 

"Why?" he whispers as he looks up at the older man. "Why take her 
legs? My arm?" 

Reguix offers a hand up, helping him to lean against the bed because 
he refuses to sit where her legs should be, it feeling like an insult 
to her. With his only hand, he takes hers and links their fingers, 
waiting for the answers, or what he can stomach of them. 

"Both of your conditions were very similar. For you, I hear that 
there was no way the rescue team could remove the wreckage from you 
in time to save your life." The man looks to him and motions the 
bandages wrapped around his left side and torso. "You were badly 
burned on top of your injury and they feared infection was already 
setting in. I hear that they performed the amputation on the field to 
save your life." 

It must have been after he had lost consciousness , after the blast 
that came from the Crucible. He couldn't remember much after it and 
it was hard to even remember much before besides the continued mantra 
in his head to stay alive for her, until she came for him either in 
death or to help pull him from the rubble. 

"And Jane?" He frowns and leans forward to press his forehead to 
hers . 

"When the Crucible fired, the tower she was in collapsed. My men 
managed to find her, but it took some time to remove the rubble and, 
by then, she was in much the same situation as you. We tried to 
revive the limbs, but the damage was too extensive. The doctors 
removed them to save her life." 

Garrus frowns in pain at that, at ever seeing his mate in pain, and 
nips gently on her cheek. "And the bandages?" 

"Both of you sustained burns. They have healed, by my understanding, 
but the doctors have been using a cream to limit scarring." He hums 
at that and gives just the barest hint of a shrug. "It is your choice 
to continue the treatment or not." 

At that, Garrus releases his wife's hand and uses talons too sharp 
from time to slice off the bandages and finally get a look at his 
wounds. True to his words, the burns have healed, a huge patch from 



his cowl, over his bare shoulder and down to lick at his waist and, 
whether it's a good thing or not, don't look much different from his 
facial and right shoulder scars. 

"Well, " he starts as he runs his fingertips over the long scar where 
his arm used to be, his entire side flush from ribs to shoulder. "She 
did always say she liked scars." 

"I take it that you will not continue the treatment?" 

"No. I don't need vanity." He looks to the other man as he retakes 
his wife's hand. "I just need an arm and learn how to use it." 

"One is already on the way as well as prosthetic legs for her." 

"One more thing." Garrus ' words stop the man in his tracks as he 
moves to leave. "How long?" 

"Four months." 

That is like a punch to the gut and Garrus has to release his mate's 
hand to steady himself as the world spins. "Wha€ 1 what? I could have 
sworn I almost heard you say-" 

"It has been three months and twenty days according to Earth 
standards since the Reapers were defeated," Arcanus confirms. 

"Wea€ 1 We've been asleep that long?" His eyes widen as he turns them 
on. "Our children are seven months old?" 

"If the math is correct, yes." Seeming to feel Garrus' need to know 
anything about their state, he rumbles and comes over to lay a hand 
on his shoulder. "They are safe. They would have been here if not for 
the unreliability and overabundance of traffic concerning the Relays. 
We expect them within the next few days . " 

"But they are safe? Okay? Do you know anything else?" 

"I am sorry, Garrus. Liara has tried to keep the information scarce 
in efforts to limit possible exposure." 

Discretion. That was what Jane and he had always asked for from their 
friends and shipmates. Above all, they were to keep quiet about their 
children, no matter what. With hope, that was the only reason why 
Arcanus knew so little and, if Liara reporting back meant anything, 
their babies were well looked after for now by those they know and 
trust . 

It still left the giant, glaring four months of their lives they have 
lost. Four monthsa€ 1 

"Four months," he whispers to himself as he looks to his mate. "Will 
she be okay? Will she wake soon?" 

Arcanus nods and releases his shoulder. "You both were removed from 
the medication keeping you asleep at the same time. However, I 
suspect she might stay asleep for some time longer due to the amount 
of sedative they had to use to keep her asleep. She should wake 
sometime within the next few days." 



Garrus nods in understanding and leans down to press his forehead to 
hers, speaking softly, "Why, Arcanus? Why help us like you 
have? " 

"Because I like to consider you both my friends, " he says without 
hesitation. "Besides that, I owe the two of you more than I should 
put a quantity to, so doing this is not an actual task, but something 
I was honored to do." Rumbling, Arcanus heads for the tent flap, 
turning back to add, "For now, try to rest. I will ensure that there 
is something comfortable enough for you brought in." 

"Arcanus?" He looks to the man with a sincere rumbling in his chest. 
"Thank you." 

The man simply nods in understanding and acknowledgment before the 
tent is flooded with light on his exit only to be thrown back into 
darkness. It leaves the two of them alone as Garrus keens softly, not 
knowing how he will be able to be the man his wife deserves, needs, 
if he is half a man himself. 

He isn't fooled into thinking that they ever truly will gain the rest 
they deserve, that the universe will no longer need 'the Normandy and 
its Commander' . All he can do now is to learn to be the man Jane 
needs, the soldier at her side that can only protect her as he can, 
with what his has, with what he will be given. 

Yet, there is some part of him that knows they will climb up out of 
this, that their conditions are only a minor setback. Both of them 
are stubborn to a fault, never giving up when, quite literally, even 
the galaxy was ending. Nothing has ever been able to determine what 
they could or could not do, so what makes him think a few lost limbs 
between them will? 

Will it be difficult? Yes, but he knows with certainty that both will 
carry the other, literally and figuratively. They have fought for 
their lives after the war and he'll be damned if their injuries make 
it impossible to actually live what they earned and deserve. 

"This isn't the end, Jane," he says to her sleeping form, squeezing 
her hand. "We'll get through this like always." 


3 . Chapter 2 
-Garrus- 

The bright light of the new day shines in to wake him when someone, 
rather rudely, opens the tent flap for entrance. He answers the 
entrance by growling in irritation at the glare and threat against 
anyone coming to do harm to either of them. It's residual, he 
assumes, from their constant state of caution and danger that may not 
completely go away after everything they've been through. 

"Easy, Garrus, " the voice of his father says with a soothing 
rumble . 

"Dad?" He trills and stands from his bedside chair, the flimsy, 
uncomfortable thing. His father means his children are near and his 
children being near can mean that maybe, just maybe, their lives can 
start coming back together. All he needs is for his mate to sleep 



away the sedatives in her system. 


Rushing to his father, he stops in his tracks with his eyes take in 
the little body in his arms. Eyes wide and vocals undulating from 
shock, to happiness, and back to disbelief, he reaches out with his 
only hand to their daughter. Cassia distinguishable from her brother 
because the lack of a fringe atop her head. 

He purrs and smiles in complete joy as he cups her cheek, keening 
when she nuzzles back with a chirping squeal. "She remembersaC 1 " 

"Of course they do, " his father assures with a warm rumble, pointedly 
not looking at Garrus ' wounds - probably having been warned by the 
Blue Suns doctors. 

Just as he is about to ask where their other child is, Solana enters 
the now too cramped tent, Damocles in her arms. The baby immediately 
cries with a high pitched trill and clatter of his mandibles, hand 
reaching . 

The joy in their faces is the best news he's had since hearing his 
mate is alive, the horrors and pain in between washing away with the 
looks on their not to tiny faces. Huffing a weak, overwhelmed laugh, 
he takes his son's hand, stepping close to press his forehead to 
one's, then the other's. "They're so big. They've grown so 
much . " 

"We've all missed you, Garrus," Sol says as she leans in to nuzzle 
his cheek. His father takes Cassia to his hip and grips the younger 
man's shoulder, pulling him closer and rumbling as he presses 
mandible to mandible. 

When they part, his father asks with a look to the bed, "How is 
Jane? " 


"Sleeping off the sedatives still. They say it might be a few 
days . " 

"And they're letting you stay here on something that can barely be 
called a stool? In your condition?" Sol trills in disbelief, looking 
around the tent before she scowls. "Are you even supposed to be out 
of bed yourself?" 

He refuses to answer that, just as he refused to let anyone or 
anything drag him from from her side no matter what his supposed 
condition was or is. "I'm not leaving her," he says instead as he 
contemplates how to hold one of his children with only a single 
arm . 

He doesn't pay attention to whatever reprimand his father gives as he 
steps closer to his sister and wraps his arm around his son in silent 
plea. She rumbles as she nods and helps Garrus get an arm around 
Damocles and hand under his rear as he takes him on his hip. 

Smiling wide with a rumbling purr, Garrus nuzzles his head over the 
top of the barely formed fringe as he clicks and chirps in time with 
his child. "Hey, little guy. I've missed you and your sister." 


With son in had, he rumbles in question to his father as he motions 
the bed with his chin and heads to his wife. Even asleep, she 



deserves to be with them as much as he. 


"You want to see mommy?" Damocles makes a whirring trill and he takes 
that as a yes, leaning over to gently help the little one onto his 
mother's bed. Immediately, their son crawls up onto her chest and 
lays down, sending a sense of surprise through him. "He can crawl?" 

He asks with a trill. 

His father chuckles and nods, handing over Cassia in the same manner 
that Sol had. "The challenge is getting them to stop crawling 
everywhere . " 

Garrus smiles in pride, not too surprised that their children would 
be fast learners. Already, they are starting to prove themselves 
capable of getting into trouble. It's alright, he assures them 
wordlessly with a loving purr and gentle nip of a kiss on his 
daughter's scalp. If they were able to destroy the Reapers, than they 
can handle their twins, right? 

"They're so beautiful, Jane," he says, as he has been since he woke 
and had to be practically dragged to her tent. "Just like you." 

His father smiles, but shakes his head with a slight rumble of 
admonishment. "I know you want to be here with her, but you're just 
as injured as she is, Garrus. You should be resting in a bed, not in 
an old, half destroyed chair." 

"I won't leave her." 

Titus sighs, making Sol glare at him for giving up so easily, and 
nods. "How about we compromise? You sleep in a bed and you can spend 
the days in here?" 

He hums in thought at that and looks to his daughter. "What about 
Damocles and Cassia?" 

"We can watch them in shifts, " His sister says with a smile, rumbling 
in pride at her great idea. "You probably aren't going to sleep very 
long anyways, so we'll tend to them while you do rest and another can 
help you-" 

She stops and clamps her mandibles shut, ducking her head at the 
unintended reminder of his own injuries. Not faulting her for 
something he knows she didn't mean in the way she now blames herself 
for, Garrus rumbles in reassurance. "I'd like the help, actually. 
Caring for twins was something Jane and I had to do together when 
they weren't crawling." 

To add to it. Cassia grips his mandible, making him chuckle, his 
voice slightly off with the lack of movement in his gripped mandible. 
"And I'll apparently need help entertaining them now too." 

"We have some toys for them, " his father confirms with a nod and 
covers sleeping Damocles with Jane's blanket, tucking him in on her 
chest. "It's not much, but we were able to trade for them on the 
liveship . " 

"What ship were you on?" 

"The Aurora, " Sol answers for him as she starts to examine the 



medical equipment monitoring Jane's sleep. "A big ship, but full of 
families. We traded the carrier and small clothes for some food which 
we then traded for the toys to a family whose children had grown 
bored of them." 

"Their clothes, " he says as he finally gets the chance to look Cassia 
over, seeing her outfit to really be an oversized child's tunic 
pulled in and tied in places with scraps of extra fabric to resemble 
something passing for an outfit. Damocles in garbed in something very 
similar, though, at least, not in the reddish gold of his sister but 
a blue and green instead. "I assume they were traded 
too?" 


"Actually, no. They were given to us by another woman when she saw 
that we were simply wrapping our own clothes around them to keep them 
warm . " 

"It brings hope to see charity even now." Garrus nods in agreement to 
his father's words, not expecting there to be much in the way of 
giving now that the war has left so many without. 

Still, it leaves one glaring, worrying question. One that he just has 
to know for the sake and safety of his family. 

"Did anyone see their fingers? Or their toes?" 

There is, at first, confusion, but soon realization of what he's 
asking crosses their faces and his father shakes his head with a 
reassuring rumble. "No. We've given extra care to ensure that no one 
saw the signs of what make them yours and Jane's." 

Sol snorts at that. "Everyone thought they were mine, in fact. Good 
news they have Jane's beauty or we'd never have pulled that off," she 
adds with a teasing smirk and Garrus chuckles. 

"I owe you both for caring for them. I still don't know what would 
have happened to the four of you on the Normandy." 

His father nods and hums in deep thought before saying, "We've heard 
that the human Alliance wants to hold a ceremony marking the end of 
the war and paying respects to those lost. Your crew, those that 
survived, are bound to be there. Last I've heard, only Liara knows of 
your survival . " 

"Wait. You mean no one else knows we lived?" 

When his father nods, he looks to his sister to get the same response 
before Titus explains. "When Arcanus and his men found Jane in her 
condition, we thought it was better to let the two of you decide your 
futures after the war." 

"So they went to find you. We don't know how he managed to bring you 
here and fake your death, but you both are reported as KIA according 
to what Liara told us." Sol frowns and paces a bit. "They invited dad 
in yours and Jane's stead to the ceremony." 

"To which I'm going," he says, gaining a confused look from Garrus 
that he needs to explain. "Garrus, suspicions will be raised if I do 
not go. Either they will believe that there was a strife amongst our 
family, that I have no pride in what you fought for, or that I might 



see no need to go for the dead. Either one leaves too many questions, 
too many possibilities that someone might start searching for 
answers . " 

"You almost sound as paranoid as me, " Garrus jokes with a chuckle, 
wondering if that's such a bad thing. 

"I'll accept that if it means that we can buy you and Jane more time 
hidden away from people who will most likely look to, what's the 
term, drag your names through the mud? It's easier to take their 
anger out on something close than to acknowledge their fears and loss 
from this war . " 

Nodding in understanding, Garrus turns to his daughter and can't help 
his smile. "I won't stop you from going. I trust your judgement on 
this." If that surprises his father, he doesn't see it with his full 
attention focused on seeing all the new changes to his daughter's 
face . 

Her mandibles are starting to show the the small spurs at the backs 
of her mandibles, the length that will grow as she gets older and 
closes on her womanhood. Her facial plates have started to grown 
together, filling in the gaps where her soft hide shows. Even her 
little teeth are starting to grow in, as illustrated by her harmless 
chewing at his too small, borrowed tunic. 

The rain comes not long after his father leaves and sister takes to 
his tent to rest. With the heavy patter of drops leaden with ash and 
dirt from the war that leaves an odd smell in the air, Garrus leans 
against the bed to that he can help Cassia up to lay with her mother 
and he can free his arm to caress all of his most precious 
possessions . 

He knows she would never accept it, but their daughter really does 
take after her mother, her features rounder, gentler, than any turian 
and vocals softer and less distinct from each other, as if one voice 
than can divide and come back together than the two separate vocals 
he hears in his son, that exists with every other turian. 

Yet, in his son, he has to admit he sees himself. Be it pride or 
vanity, he hopes he sees strength in his son's features, perhaps more 
than he's had in his life. Garrus knows he will need it for the 
galaxy will not be a forgiving place, but one that will fight against 
him every step of the way, if not more than Garrus himself has had to 
endure because of their mixed blood. 

He can't even begin to imagine what their struggle will be like 
knowing that the very Galaxy will not accept their existence, that 
their very birth will be looked upon as a crime against nature. It 
will be hard, sure, but he knows there is nowhere else he and Jane 
would be besides holding their hands, leading them on their path 
through the strife. 

Hours pass and he's sure he spends some of those asleep with his head 
nuzzled up between their children on Jane's chest. However, most of 
the hours he spends just watching them, catching them as they stray 
close to the edge with their crawling and talking to them about 
nothing at all, just letting them hear his voice after so long as he 
uses it to ground himself in the reality that they're okay, they all 
made it through. 



True, 'okay' might not be the term best used to describe his and 
Jane's conditions, but they're alive and, as far as the doctors have 
led him to believe, it is only their bodies with the scars. In all 
honesty, if he were to really let himself think of it, they came out 
of the war better than they planned, better than they expected. 

What was that saying? 'Plan for the worst so you'll be pleasantly 
surprised ' ? 

When night comes, and he can only tell it by the lessening of the 
voices passing outside the medical tent, the rain has started anew, 
pouring down on the tent roof in a staccato that sounds too close to 
gunfire for him to sleep. So he stays, not admitting to the fact that 
he wouldn't have left as it was in case someone managed to walk in 
and read it off his features and begin an admonishment to the 
contrary, and watches the slow rise and fall of his mate's chest as 
she lifts and lowers their children. 

"You shouldn't be up," the voice of his father reprimands softly with 
a rumble as he enters the dark tent, his clothes smelling of the rain 
and ash. "But I expect you'd want to be here." 

His chuckle is gruff, tired from the day of waiting for his wife to 
awaken and still feeling the affects of his long time asleep, but 
never regretting a second he's spent since waking. "Just like old 
times." Hearing his father's confused rumble as he draws closer, he 
explains. "Jane and I used to say it before every mission since every 
one always tended to go the same way." 

"Horribly?" Titus teases, seeming to understand, and the younger 
turian chuckles with a nod. 

"That's putting it lightly. But it meant more than that to us." He 
finds his wife's hand and links their fingers. "Through it all, I am 
with her, no matter what new trouble we find ourselves in. It's been 
that way since we met." 

"So it was a reaffirmation." 

Garrus nods and squeezes her hand. "Even if she knows I'll be there, 
it doesn't hurt to say it." 

"Noa€ 1 it doesn't," her soft voice whispers and he nearly yelps in 
surprise, eyes wide as he looks to her. 

"Jane?" He trills as he stands and leans closer to her, pressing his 
forehead to hers as he purrs. "You're awake," he whispers, as if 
needing to confirm it to himself. 

She makes a noise that has to be a snort. "Good. Was gettin tired of 
the empty bara€ 1 " 

He smiles and releases her hand to caress her face. "There's a 
surprise for you." 

Seeing her confused look with eyes still have lidded in drowsiness, 
he motions his father to help him as he wraps an arm around Cassia 
and picks her up. His dad picks up Damocles and helps Jane sit up, 
her eyes widening as her mouth falls open in shock. 



"Is thisa€ 1 " 


He smiles and nods, offering Cassia. Let's hope this happiness holds 
her attention long before I have to tell her. 

"Yeah, this is them. Our children, " he says as Jane tenderly takes 
their daughter, kissing her on the forehead before each cheek and 
making the child emit a shrill scream of delight. 

"Oh my God, they're adorable!" She grins as he chuckles and takes the 
little girl into one arm, motioning for their son too. "Gimme, 
gimme ! " 

His father helps get their son into her free hand and Garrus takes it 
as the perfect chance to shift to further block his missing side, 
wanting to keep it out of sight for as long as possible and ride that 
crest of amazement before her own state falls into place. A silent 
thanks goes to his dad for shifting the pillows behind her to make up 
for her possible lack of balance without her lower legs, of which he 
isn't sure if she feels that 'phantom limb' like he has been plagued 
with . 

He can't pull himself to imagine what the news will do to her good 
mood as she grins widely and makes the softest sounds of awe and love 
to their children in her arms. When she looks to him with the warmest 
smile, he smiles back and bites back the horrid keen at having to be 
the one to destroy that happiness with what they've become. 

That time comes all too soon for them when she slowly starts to take 
in the room and frowns at the obviously different feeling within her 
own body. He can see understanding wash over her before she looks to 
him and examines his own state, her eyes widening as her expression 
falls . 

"Dad, " Garrus says as she clenches her eyes shut, the salty smell of 
tears cutting through the air. "Check on Sol?" 

Though it's addressed as a question, his father understands it as 
what it is and steps out, giving them the privacy they'll need to 
fully understand their new bodies. 

Looking to her, he sighs and says, "I can tell you've already started 
piecing it togethera€ 1 " 

She sniffs and opens her eyes, wet with tears as she holds their 
children tighter to her sides, taking her strength from them. He 
doesn't blame her. "I could guess I've been asleepa€l But my body 
feelsa€ 1 wrong too." 

Of course she'd pick up on the worst of it and he sits beside her, 
keeping his body turned from her but moving his head to look at her, 
to take her hand in his only one. "We were hurt bad, Jane. You were 
pinned beneath the rubble on the Citadel." Squeezing her hand, he 
decides it just best to say it, his mate never one to lighten the 
weight of whatever she had to say with soft, kind words so he 
wouldn't be the one to do it to her. 

"They had to remove your legs from mid thigh down, " he says softly 
with a keen and watches her expression go professionally blank, she 



turning to the Commander for strength. 


"Ia€l," She stops and her mouth opens and closes for a few moments as 
she goes still. "They took my legs," she whispers and he nods with a 
frown . 

"I'm sorry, Jane." 

She is silent for a moment before barking a very dry, humorless 
laugh. "Guess we have no choice but to retire. Figures I'd go down by 
a fucking space station." As he nods, her brows quirk in thought and 
she squeezes his hand. "The dreams. With the bara€ 1 Our limbs went 
numb. My legs, youraC 1 " Her head snaps to him and eyes widen with 
realization. "YouraC 1" 

Rumbling sadly that she had to find out so quickly, that she has to 
worry about him too, he turns to show his entire damaged left side 
and hears her gasp, her arms twitching around their children as if 
she could suddenly grow another to reach out. "It was all they could 
do to get me out from under the Make." 

Helping her lay the children on the bed where her legs should be, he 
helps her free her hands so she can touch over his scarred side. Her 
fingers rung over ropey, burned flesh and plates, mapping all new 
scars as she cries and presses her forehead to his chest. 

"I'm so sorry, GarrusaC 1 I wasn't fast enough, strong 
enough . " 

"Jane. We lived." He cups her head and presses his forehead to hers. 
"I know it'll be hard, but we can get through this." Wanting to help 
her, he smiles weakly. "And now we finally get the retirement we've 
always wanted." 

Her eyes are still pain and tears roll down her cheeks, but she gasps 
a single chuckle before nodding, her lips finding way to his mouth 
plates as she speaks. "We've earned it." 


4 . Chapter 3 


- Jane- 


Her _legs_ were gone, justaC 1 gone. 

For only the second time in her life, she felt truly and entirely at 
the mercy of the universe - and that first time resulted in her death 
suffocating adrift among the stars. So, understandably, she was less 
than happy to be in such a position. 

Hell, she was in a struggle between outright anger and despair. 

What was she to do? Rely on others to carry her through her life she 
fought so hard for? How could she do that to her husband who wasn't 
much better than she was? 

"Fuck, " she whispers as she leans back against the pillows, at least 
outwardly calmed by the presence of their infant children currently 
napping with their heads in her 'lap'. "What am I going to do 
now? " 



"Same as we always do." Garrus shoulders into the tent with a 
tattered bag in hand, as if hearing her self-consciousness from 
wherever in the camp he was. "Jane," he says with a frown as he comes 
to her and presses his forehead to hers. "This is just a little bump 
in the road." 

She snorts dismissively . "How can you be so confident?" 

"You think I don't hate that I can't be there for you, for our 
children, with my whole body? I know it's not the same as losing both 
of your legs, but I have to fight not to fall into the pit of 
self-hate for not being able to take care of my mate and children in 
a way that I once could." Sighing, he sets the bag down and cups her 
cheek with a soothing rumble. "We survived a war neither of us 
believed we were coming out of, we have our children and each other. 
For what it's worth, I think that's pretty damn good 
considering . " 

She closes her eyes as she chuckles, shaking her head. "Leave it to 
the ending the war for you to gain some optimism." 

Shrugging, he caresses her cheek before pulling back to grab the bag 
at his feet. "I think we earned some happiness after everything we've 
been through." 

"It _was _some awful shit," she agrees as he sets the bag on the bed 
beside her. "What's this?" 

"Some things for the kids." Rumbling in curiosity, he reaches in and 
pulls out a small toy. 

"A stuffed varren?" she asks in surprise, looking at their children. 
"Guess one of them is like their mommy." 

"And that's the _only _kind of varren we're getting. Could you 
imaging Urz around them?" He shakes his head as she chuckles, placing 
the toy between their children so they can cuddle up against it in 
their sleep. 

"I bet he'd be the lovable giant. Like Grunt and Wrex." 

"I'll be sure to let them know you compared them to a varren," he 
deadpans as he pulls out a bundle of what looks like fabric pieces 
all secured together, shapes and colors on their surfaces. 

"What's that?" 

Humming as he looks through the flaps of fabrics, he smiles. "A book 
in Standard." Garrus chuckles as he shows her a 'page' with the image 
of a red square, reading as he points. "'This is a _red_ 

_square_. " 

She chuckles and smiles, holding out her hand to get a look at it and 
flipping through the soft pages of shapes and colors. "Guess there 
will be a genius in the family yet." 

"Ouch. " 

With a snort in response, she lays the book on the empty bed that 



feet that don't exist will never take up again and peeks into the bag 
around his hands. "Anything else?" 


"Looks like some food rations that dad saved up in case they ran out 
and some of the things they outgrew." A few sets of old clothes are 
removed as further explanation. "That's pretty much all that made it 
out . " 

"Not much," she says with a frown. "Fuck. What a childhood, 
huh?" 

It's times like these she wonders if having their children in the 
middle of a war was really the smartest idea they've ever had. What 
is the real cost of it but Damocles and Cassia's possible happiness 
and chance to be nothing but a growing child enjoying their life? Do 
they deserve to grow up through the galaxy rebuilding itself? 

"Hey." A gentle cup of her chin lifts her eyes to her mate, still as 
handsome as she's ever seen him, as he will always be no matter the 
wounds or scars. "We can make up for it now." 

She nods and leans into his hand as he kisses her, her hand coming up 
to caress his unscarred cheek. "I'm going to spoil these little 
bastards until they _beg_ me to stop." 

"Make that two of us, then, " he responds with a chucking rumble, 
looking to them as they start to awaken. "Looks like they know when 
they're being talked about." 

Two sets of big blue eyes look up to them as their children roll up 
onto their stomachs and start to make needy, clicking grunts and 
trills, hands banging lightly against the bed. Both parents chuckle 
as Garrus wraps his arm around Damocles, already skilled at handling 
the babies with a single arm and his strength alone, and Jane picks 
up their daughter. 

"Heard us talking, huh?" Cassia chirps and nuzzles under her chin, 
oblivious to the meaning of the words, focusing only on the sound of 
the long lost voice of her mother. 

Damocles starts to mouth her husband's hide as he takes a seat on the 
bed beside her and reaches for the toys, picking up first the book. 
"Let's see who this belongs to." 

When he offers it to their son, all he gets is a whir of annoyance as 
Damocles turns away and back to his wonderful mouthing toy that he's 
found in his father. So, that leaves only one choice, and, taking the 
book from him, Jane offers it to their curious 
daughter . 

Immediately, Cassia grabs for it and begins to chew on it's faded 
fabric. Jane smiles at the sight and hears her husband emit a loving 
purr, the two proud of their children's growth over the months they 
were forced apart. 

"Now we see how these toys got so battered, " Garrus says as he offer 
the varren for their son to hold and gnaw on uselessly with his teeth 
that have barely begun to form under the gums. "It'll be a chore just 
trying to keep them clean." 



They both chuckle as she nods in agreement, letting their daughter 
grip a finger in her tiny hand. "Garrus?" She looks up at him and 
smiles. "I don't want to be Commander Shepard anymore. I want to just 
be me . " 

His smile is warm and vocals sweet as he nods back as he leans over 
to kiss her gently with a slight nip against her lips. "Let the 
galaxy think we're dead?" At her chuckle, he touches their foreheads 
together. "We'll live for only ourselves." 

"Dammit, I want out of this damn bed so bad, " she whispers as she 
rubs her head to his. "I hate being immobile for so long." 

"Jane," he says with amusement laced through his voice. "You've only 
been awake for a few days . " 

Time was hard to tell trapped in a tent, in a bed, but she _knew 
_it ' s been days. Hell, at this rate, she could swear it was closer to 
weeks she was stuck with nothing but her stumps staring her back in 
the face. 

Speaking of, she still hasn't had the heart to look at them. The 
scarring from burns over her right shoulder and upper arm she could 
handle, expecting worse and actually surprised at their half-decent 
state. _Guess surviving a Maw attack with an entire back of scars 
helps see things in perspective ._ 

Yet, even squeezed in beside Garrus in the bed, she couldn't bear to 
look at her missing legs, to even _look_ at them. She knew they 
weren't there, knew it every time she moved her body up onto the 
pillows and felt how much lighter she was and with every caress from 
her mate as he tried to soothe her, but _she _couldn't stomach to do 
it herself. 

Was she afraid that acknowledging it would make it truly real? Or was 
her resistance much like Garrus' own refusal to touch his own left 
side? Were they two broken soldiers trying to use the other to climb 
up out of the despair by gradually getting used to the other's 
acceptance before finally coming to terms themselves? 

"I _need _out of this damn tent, Garrus." She starts to cry from 
frustration, overwhelmed from everything that's happened these last 
few days. "Fuckinga€ 1 stupid-" His gentle purr helps to soothe her, 
but she still holds that anger over herself. "I don't know why I 
can't keep down the fucking waterworks." 

"I've keened a few times too, Jane." He frowns and nuzzles his face 
against her cheek in lieu of putting down their child to properly 
touch her as the two of them seem, selfishly, to need their children 
and anchors. "I know it's not going to be easy, but we aren't alone. 
We have each other." 

She chuckles and lays her head against his. "We'll make something 
whole out of all the pieces?" 

"Exactly . " 

Whatever he was going to say next is cut off as the tent opens and an 
asari in Blue Suns BDUs steps in. "Vakarian?" At the nods, he 
continues. "My name is doctor Shri ' ari . I'm the one who will be 



assisting you with your artificial limbs." 

"You meana€ 1 As in we'll be getting them soon?" Jane looks to her 
mate in confusion before back to the woman. "Serious?" 

The doctor smiles and nods, motioning with a hand in 'may I come in'. 
At their shared nods, she comes in and closes the flap, throwing them 
back into the dark. "As ordered by my superior under orders from the 
very top, we have already helped the two of you undergo the process 
while you slept." 

"What does this 'process' entail?" Garrus asks with a hum as Cassia 
flaps her book in the air and Jane eases her quiet with her hands and 
a soft, soothing ' shh ' . 

"The both of you have already healed completely, as I've had the 
chance to examine you both before you awoke. If you'll let me, I'd 
like to give you one last exam before we can talk about what it all 
means ? " 

The two are hesitant, never having anyone but the other touch their 
bare wounds while conscious. A silent conversation occurs between 
them of asking the other if it's okay, if they can handle it, before, 
finally, 'can we get the babies out of here while we do this'. 

With a sigh, Garrus nods to the doctor. "Give us a moment." The woman 
nods with a smile and crosses her arms behind her back as Garrus 
passes her, returning a moment later with his sister. 

"Alright, you two, " Solana says with a soft purr as she takes Cassia 
up from Jane's lap, then taking Damocles. "Time for you to come see 
aunty Sol." She gives both parents a smile before carrying the young 
ones out, giving them privacy. 

"I guess I might as well go first," Jane grinds out as she closes her 
eyes and pulls the blanket up and off. "Just get it the fuck over 
with . " 

A warm, three fingered hand cups her opposite cheek to pull her 
against him as he purrs and rumbles. Soon, she feels the soft, touch 
of five fingered hands searching and examining. They don't linger for 
long wherever they touch and, with Garrus' calming touch, Jane can 
ease her eyes open to watch. 

Despite their sudden stop mid-way down her thigh, there isn't a 
bloody damn stump like her mind was envisioning, pulsing and writhing 
with maggots. No, what lies at the new end of her legs is just a 
roundeda€ 1 stop, pale and almost as if it were her knee without 
anything below. _Not to mention that a knee wouldn't exist halfway up 
the meet of a thigha€l_ 

Seeming to feel her discomfort, the doctor pulls away with a smile. 
"Very good, Jane. You're doing very well. You're weave has settled in 
nicely . " 

"Weave?" Garrus rumbles in question as Jane helps him unbutton and 
push his tunic aside for his examination. "Weave for what?" 

When Shri ' ari reaches for him, he flinches and unconsciously backs 
away. She doesn't force it and stops, waiting as Jane helps ease his 



own discomfort as he had hers. 


Reaching for his hand, they link fingers and she gently pulls him to 
sit beside her on the bed. "It's okay," she softly whispers for only 
him to hear, feeling his tensed form vibrating in agitation. "I'm 
here . " 

Jane wraps her arms around his waist and leans on his back as she 
hums a tune he probably doesn't even know into his plates. His 
tension starts to gradually ease, shoulders and back loosen, and he 
looks to the woman with a nod, close enough to calm to do this. 

In a way much like her own examination, the doctor doesn't still on 
one area for too long as she explains. "I was told to get the best in 
artificial limb tech as was available after the war and we found a 
facility on Noveria that has developed limbs that can respond 
directly to nerve impulses as if they were actual limbs." She steps 
back with a smile and he and Jane start to redress him. "It's done 
using a nerve weave implanted within the skin. When you receive your 
limbs, you merely think as you would when, say, lifting your arm or 
flexing your knee and it will react." 

"Soa€l like a cloned limb, but robotic?" Jane lifts a brow in 
intrigue, wondering if this will speed their recovering. 

"Yes. Exactly." She opens her tool and spins the readouts to face 
them. "As you can see, it is the closest thing to a real limb this 
galaxy has developed." 

All is quiet at they look over the readouts, then Garrus hums in 
thought. "How much was this tech? It can't have been cheap." 

"It wasn't." Arcanus steps into the tent, arms behind his back. "But 
you have friends in high places, " he adds with a pointed look and 
Jane wonders just who Liara had to coerce or bribe to get it. 

"When do we start using them?" She would be bouncing if she didn't 
have such tight control over herself, the _need _to finally on feet, 
whatever they may be made out of, so strong it hurts. 

"Well," the doctor moves her Omni-Tool's readout around and types in 
a command. "We've been waiting since you've arrived and had the weave 
surgery, so I believe they should arrive soon." 

"The benefit of private transports, " Arcanus adds as he looks to 
Doctor Shri ' ari . "Thank you, doctor." 

Dismissed, she leaves them alone, stepping out of the tent and into 
the, once again, cloudy day that smells of rain. He then looks to 
them and examines their room and toys left behind on the bed. "I am 
curious as to what your plans are." 

"To what end?" Garrus lifts a brow with a whisper of a growl. "Are 
you planning on holding this help over us?" 

"It is good to see your paranoia never quite faded, Archange, " the 
mere says with a slight chuckle. "And your answer is 'no'. I meant 
what I said with this being a friend helping friends that just 
happened to save the galaxy. The reason I ask is becausea€ 1 I would 
like to offer you both jobs should you find retirement not quite to 



your liking . " 

Jane snorts and fights her laugh. "We spend three years fighting 
meres and you're asking us to _be _them?" 

"Not exactly. You would be freelancers, no relation or connection to 
the Blue Suns should you chose. On top of that, you would have free 
reign to approve or disprove any job you take on." He walks closer to 
them and rumbles. "Your governments have demanded from you, but I do 
not see either of you completely stepping away from battle, not yet. 
This is merely an offer for you to fight for what _you 
_choose . " 

Garrus looks to her over his shoulder and she shrugs. Is that really 
a decision for now, anyways? 

"I do not expect a decision now or even anytime soon," Arcanus says 
as he heads to the tent flap. "Think it over, is all I ask." 

He leaves them in the dark tent, her arms around her mate as she hugs 
him, cheek against his back. It's like that that she can feel and 
hear when he starts to chuckle. 

"Archangel as a mercenarya€ 1 " 

She can't help it and chuckles too at that. "What travesty," she says 
with a mock sense of disbelief, hearing him snort. 

"Still, I have to admit that, if we can choose what jobs we take, it 
might be a perfect retirement." He hums and reaches an unsteady hand 
to his shoulder, touching his missing limb for the first time since 
she's been awake. "If we can manage it, I think we should think about 
finally being our own superiors." 

"Going rogue?" She smirks and slides her hand under his. "Saren would 
be proud . " 

He barks a laugh and looks back at her. "Funny. I heard you thought 
he was a, what did you call him?" 

"Prick? " 

"That's the nicest thing you've ever said about him," he says with a 
playfully nip at her cheek. 

"Us, freelancersa€ 1 " She thinks and chuckles at the thought. "You 
know, if we play it right, we could bring Archangel back. We just 
need to ignore the Blue Suns." 

"I'm alright with still keeping them in line." 

Brow raised, she smirks. "Plan on straining our relationship with 
Arcanus . " 

He shrugs, soon smirking. "If they don't do anything 'unbecoming' in 
front of me, then we won't have problems." 


5 . Chapter 4 



-Garrus- 


It ' s another few days before Doctor Shri ' ari returns to their tent 
when they are alone - the babies being taken out for the first sun in 
weeks - with news, both good and irritating. 

"What do you mean we can't have the limbs yet," Jane snarls with a 
scowl. "You said-" 

"Actually, I confirmed that they were on their way, but I never said 
that the integration process was complete." Before they can get past 
a scowl from her and low growl of frustration from him, she 
continues. "We have one more step before we can begin the physical 
therapy portion of your healing. As I'm sure you're aware, this is a 
long process . " 

"Just tell us what's next," Jane says with a sigh, finding his hand 
on her lap and squeezing. "What do we have to do before we can 
finally start trying to use them?" 

"You have one more surgery we need to perform in order to install and 
connect the outlet port for your prosthetics." At his confused rumble 
and Jane's frown in both question and misunderstanding, the doctor 
hands over a datapad with a blueprint of a human leg that separates 
from a sort of base, flat on one side with a concave cavity on the 
other . 

"The design is quite ingenious," Doctor Shri ' ari says. "We will 
perform a surgery to secure it in place. For you, sir, it will also 
as as the socket for the ball and socket joint of your missing 
shoulder. And for you, ma'am, it will provide a separate cushioning 
and stress relieving system aside from your actual prosthetic, aiding 
in returning you to a state of functionality close to what you were 
used to . " 

"And that's permanent?" Garrus asks and she nods. 

"Until you decide to replace it with a cloned limb, yes." 

"I don't think we ever will," his wife chuckles as she looks to him. 
"We have a bad track record with clones." 

He chuckles, imagining his own arm trying to strangle him or 
something of the like. Fantastical, perhaps, but a thought he will 
share with her later for a good laugh, something they haven't managed 
to get enough as quickly as they'd like. 

"I see," the doctor smiles, one more person that enjoys seeing that 
small spark of happiness from her patients and galaxy's saviors. 
"Well, then I guess you'll really enjoy some of the other features of 
these prosthetics." She moves closer and taps a few commands on the 
datapad. "The port allows for removal and reattachment of the limb 
for easy maintenance. It also connects to the neural weave, creating 
the link between flesh and bionics. It will act as a buffer to limit 
over sensitivity and phantom pain as well as ensure that you don't 
feel pain each and every time you take off and put on your new limbs 
from the nerves and circuitry connecting." 

Nodding in understanding, he looks to Jane to see in her eyes if she 
has any further concerns or questions. It _sounds _pretty straight 



forward, even if he doesn't completely understand the how of the 
connection. He just wants his functionality back and his wife to have 
her mobility, for both hers and his own sanity - he'll admit he's 
getting his workout trying to keep her from just crawling her way out 
of bed. 

"I guess the big question is how long will it be between the surgery 
and finally being able to start physical therapy?" 

Jane nods in agreement to his inquiry as the doctor chuckles at their 
impatience. "Well, we'd like to give your bodies at least six weeks 
to heal from the surgery before finally connecting the limbs. Once 
that's done, however, we can start immediately." 

His mate exhales a soft gasp of excitement as he squeezes her hand in 
agreeing . 

_Six weeks_. Only six weeks until they can begin the, knowingly, long 
journey of rehabilitation and accumulation to their bodies. It won't 
be easy to push their bodies, and it'll be a battle very different 
from what they're used to, but they can do this. If they've faced 
down Reapers and come out on top, then they can force their own 
bodies into submission. 

"Holy shita€ 1 I want this surgery yesterday." 

Shri ' ari nods and opens her Tool, typing. "I can get Garrus in first, 
perhaps later this afternoon, and Jane in either the morning or late 
tonight . " 

She looks up to them and Garrus looks to his wife, a silent question 
and conversation running between them of excitement and decisions. 
Finally, she nods with a smile and he turns back to answer. "We want 
it all done as soon and efficiently as possible. If you can do both 
tonight, we want it done tonight." 

"I'll alert the other surgeons in the camp," the woman says with a 
curt nod and quirk of her lips in amusement. "If you have no further 
questions?" They each shake their heads, perhaps a bit impatiently. 
"Very well. I'll see to getting everything prepped." 

She leaves them as his father and sister return, children in their 
arms. Damocles has his varren in his mouth, head currently falling 
victim to the infant's teething as Cassia's grips and examines her 
grandfather's tunic with curiosity. 

At the sight of them, Jane grins and holds her hands out. "There are 
my adorable little shits!" Her fingers grip at the air in a 'grabbing 
hands' gesture that is almost uncannily similar to their own 
children ' s . 

As Sol hands over their son, Garrus' father looks to him man offers 
their now trilling and chirping daughter, her feet kicking happily at 
being given to her father. "I thought that was a derogatory 
term? " 


"It is, dad. Jane means well." 

"Because only these little tiny ones could be as cute as their dad, 
the big shit, " Jane says in that high, babbling tone she takes when 



playing with their children without looking up from their son as she 
tickles his waist. 

Damocles giggles and kicks at the tickling, making the room laugh 
before Solana turns to her brother. "We met your doctor on the way 
out. News on your limbs?" 

Jane nods as she kisses their son on the head and helps him up onto 
his feet, holding him up to get used to the feeling. "Yeah, but we 
need another surgery before we can actually _use _them." She sighs 
and scowls. "I swear, getting back on my feet is taking too fucking 
long . " 

Garrus chuckles and goes to the bed to sit beside her, letting Cassia 
sit up and chew on her book with a purring rumble. "We'll get there. 
Just one surgery and six weeks before we're there." 

She snorts and shakes her head. "Give me four weeks and I'll be on 
those damn legs." 

"It'll be good to see you back on your feet, Jane," Sol agrees with a 
rumbling smile. "Say, we were thinking of heading to the Mess tent to 
grab some rations. Would you like us to get you some?" 

"Actually," Jane looks to him with a smile. "I think Garrus should 


"Me?" His head jerks in surprise and he rumbles in confusion, asking, 
"Why me?" 

"Garrus. Just because I can't get some sun doesn't mean I want you to 
stay cooped up in here with me-" She gasps, interrupting herself, and 
motions Sol near. "Watch the babies for us?" 

"Uha€ 1 okay. Where are you going?" Ignoring his sister's confusion, 
Garrus goes to the bed with the knowledge of what his mate wants. 
"Anybody mind telling me what's happening?" 

"I'm taking Jane with me," Garrus says as he and Jane lift the 
blankets off what remains of her legs. 

He ignores the concerned rumble from his father and drawn out sigh of 
understanding from his sister, instead focusing on helping his mate 
wrap her arms around his neck. When he stands up, he cradles her rear 
with his arm and bounces her a bit to shift and balance out her 
weight . 

The fit is definitely different from what they're used too, both of 
them limited in what they can do, but it still feels so right, so at 
home. Sure, he would have chosen the old way, but he can at least say 
that it won't be very long before they return to what they're used 
to . 

Still, this close way of caring her, pressed together without the 
prospect of a sex they are still too self-conscious and weak for, has 
it's own special sensation. It's so close, so intimate, that he may 
just find new ways to get her to let him carry her now without the 
need to do it to get out of enemy fire. _And even then, I was too 
preoccupied to actually enjoy the comfort of the proximity. _ 



"This feels weird, " he hears her say with a hint of amusement in her 
voice. "I mean, your hips are a perfect little shelf for me now, but 
if you start carrying me like the kids, I'm going to hurt you." 

He laughs and nuzzles her cheek. "You kind of already look like one 
being held like this." He gets a glare at that one. "What? Want to 
switch with you on my back? Think your arms can do it?" 

"I'll have you know I beat _Vega _in a pull-up competition." 

"Now we know why you couldn't lift your arms above your head," he 
deadpans as they enter the tent being used as a Mess and stops at an 
empty bench nearest the door. "Alright, let's try this the other 
way." With a kneel onto one knee, he sets her down on the bench and 
turns, offering his back. 

"Damna€ 1 Your back is really rounded," she sighs trying to wrap her 
arms around his cowl and pulls herself closer. "I don'ta€l 
Fuck . " 

"Easy, it's okay," he soothes with a rumbling purr, reaching back to 
push her rear closer. That gives her the chance to lay her thighs in 
the concave curve of his hips and her grip grows strong as she gets 
herself comfortable. 

Chuckling at her wiggling, he stands and carries her with a light 
hand under her to make sure that, if she begins to slip, he won't 
have to rely on her pride letting her ask for help. This way, he can 
subtly help her with staying up without making her acknowledge that 
she can't do it alone. 

They need to be able to help the other without needing to ask for it, 
even if that means reading the other when they don't think they're 
being observed. He's caught her doing it for him when trying to tend 
to the children and he will do it for her now. 

Looks of surprise and disbelief follow them as they walk through the 
crowd of the Mess towards the armored Mess Sergeant, an angry looking 
batarian with a jagged scar from ear to chin along the curve of his 
jaw. Seeing them approach, his four eyes widen in shock as he stops 
handing out rations to the meres before and goes straight for them in 
the line. 

"Praetor Garrus Vakarian and Commander Jane Shepard, right?" he asks 
with a, surprisingly, voice much softer than his appearance would 
have one believe. 

Still too long fighting these very people to feel entirely 
comfortable around meres, Garrus bites his tongue to hide his growl, 
but doesn't lighten his words as he says, "Yeah? What of 
it?" 


"Whoa," he throws up his hands in placating manner. "I don't mean 
anything by it. Just wanted to thank you." 

"Thank us?" Jane peeks out around his shoulder. "For what?" 

"Without you guys, we'd all be dead. Even if we're supposed to keep 
the news secret about you both, that hasn't stopped everyone around 
the galaxy saying of how you saved the galaxy. You and the whole 



Normandy." Others nod in agreement and a slight mumble goes through 
the crowd. "We know you just want to be left alone, but know that 
there are people who respect the shit you did." The man motions to 
one of the men helping to hand out food before looking back. "How 
many rations you need?" 

"Enough to feed four." 

They still have enough food for the children, so they don't yet have 
to resort to chewing up rations and mouth feeding. Better to save the 
'bird' jokes that'll come from Jane until the last possible 
moment . 

The man nods and looks to one of the meres handing out food, holding 
up four fingers. Not a moment later, four boxed rations are tossed 
over a crowd that doesn't even try to grab for it. _Perhaps_, Garrus 
thinks as the man tries to find a way to hand them over and decides 
to just stuff them into the too tight and torn civvies Garrus is 
wearing, _even, at least, this group of meres can put aside their 
greed and self-centered mentality when face-to-face with those who 
suffered being the symbols of the war effort. _ 

_We certainly gave enough to win this damn war_, he adds to himself 
as he nods in thanks and turns to leave. Every face is above that 
glaring blue armor or BDUs and it's a struggle with his inner self to 

combat the want to finally rest and the memories of all the battles 

and anger he had for this very mere company. How many of them are 
from Omega? How many are people who had wanted Archangel's head on a 
spike? 

"Hey," his mate's soft, soothing voice pulls him out of his thoughts 
as she nuzzles against his back. "It's okay." 

Her words, as if she knew when to speak to pull him out of his own 
head - and she may very well _know_ the likes of what he was thinking 

- help to move him through the crowd and soothe the rage built up 

from the years on Omega that returned at the sight of so much blue 
and white. He might never get rid of Archangel and his hate, but he 
can learn to not search out a fight. 

He has, after all, promised himself, his mate, and unknowing children 
that they will finally be able to live the lives they deserves and it 
all starts with the two of them not actively _looking _for a 
fight . 

"You're thinking about Omega, aren't you?" she asks from behind him 
and he nods. "Archangel showing through? Eigured he didn't make it 
out of the war." 

"He did," he says, knowing that there's no real division between 
himself and who he was on Omega for they are both _him_, both what he 
made of himself. "And yes, I was thinking about Omega and how I still 
can't believe that, after everything, we've found our peace in a Blue 
Suns ' camp . " 

"Well, I'm sure we never thought we'd work with an assassin, a bounty 
hunter, a Justicar, an AI, the Shadow Broker, a Geth-" 

"I get it." He chuckles and looks back to her, craning his neck to 
press his forehead to hers. "And I won't start anything, don't 



worry." Hearing her mock gasp in shock, he flicks his mandible in 
expectation for what will come out of her mouth. 

"You mean _Archangel _is going to rein it in?" she whispers over his 
shoulder. "Blasphemy." 

His snort is heard by the occupants of their tent as he walks them 
in, stopping to see who the new shape belongs to. "Doctor," he says 
with a nod in greeting, hand gripping his wife - yes, her rear, but 
he can't really grip anything else right now - and feeling her hands 
tighten on him in shared anticipation. "It is time?" 

Doctor Shri ' ari nods and smiles. "Are you ready, sir?" 

"Yeah. Let me just put Jane-" 

"I also must insist neither of you eat." She offer a sympathetic 
frown. "It's for your own safety, I assure you." 

Jane groans, but his response is much more controlled as a simple nod 
and sigh. The food did sound appealing since getting meals was so 
scarce around this camp, but the prospect of getting closer to his 
arm is even more appealing _and_ he can always eat afterwards with 
Jane as celebration. 

Propping for surgery is not an experience he's used to, or very 
comfortable with. Not only does he have to convince himself it's okay 
to fall into a drug-induced unconsciousness , but he struggles to stay 
completely still as doctors and masked medics surround and block out 
the lights of the sterile medical tent. His only view is of them 
walking around and the ceiling, his orders to be still while 
completely still while they prepare him for his surgery. 

Out of the side of his eye, he catches a glimpse of the, from his 
place, massive piece of equipment that they will attach to his body. 
Although, now that he takes a moment to consider his condition, he 
supposes it _would _take quite a bit of machinery to replace an arm 
missing all the way past his shoulder and flush to his 
side . 

"Praetor Vakarian?" One of the doctors leans over him, a breathing 
mask in his hand. "We're about to begin. Are you ready?" 

"It's Garrus, " he answers, figuring that, if they're going to be 
cutting him open and seeing the inside of him, they might as well 
know him on a first name basis. 

The doctor chuckles behind his mask and nods. "Very well. Garrus, are 
you ready?" 

"The sooner the better." He grows with a joyous grin as the man nods 
and places the mask over his mouth and nose. 

"Breathe deep and count for me from ten to one." 

Garrus takes a lungful of the air that smells of the clean plastic of 
the mask, starting to count. "Ten. Nine. Eighta€ 1 " He doesn't get far 
before everything just seems to drop out around him, consciousness 
fading along with the bright light of the surgical tent. 



><p>He immediately knows something is wrong before he opens his 
eyes . <p> 

The smell of this place is wrong, antiseptic and clean, recycled air. 
None of that dust, ashen air constantly heavy with the threat of rain 
wraps around him, but what really tells him something is wrong is the 
complete lack of the scent of him and Jane on the bed - the meres in 
the camp knowing since the day he woke that they wouldn't sleep 
anywhere but with each other. 

"Jane?" he says with a groggily trill as he opens his eyes. 

They widen in shock at what lies around him. He doesn't see the dark 
tent with its patched together canvas and medical equipment that had 
managed to barely make it through the war, but the clean, sterile 
walls of an actual hospital room. 

Trying to get up, he stumbles from the anesthesia, falling to his 
knees and, then, chest. The tumble ends in a roar in rage and panic 
echoed by the glaring alarms of the monitoring machines he's dragged 
down with him and rushing in of booted feet. 

"Praetor Vakarian." "Sir!" "You need to calm down!" 

All voices surround him as technicians and nurses rush in, trying to 
help him to his unsteady feet. They only get a rough shove away from 
him in thanks as he growls threatening and snarls, "Where is 
she? ! " 


It's at his demand that the doors open to admit a very familiar face, 
one that Garrus has, over the years, come to despise for not the man 
personally, but for what he represents. At the sight of this man, 
Garrus has even more questions, but one solid, horrible truth that 
cuts through them all. 

"Praetor Vakarian, " Admiral Hackett addresses with a lift of his 
chin. "You and Commander Shepard are both aboard the Alliance's SSV 
Berlin . " 


6. Chapter 5 


- Jane- 


Her eyes snap open at the sound of a roar, but it isn't just any 
roar. Oh no, she knows that anger, that rage that reverberates in her 
very bones . 

Garrus . 

That concerns her. Why would he be angry, and not just any kind of 
anger but a rage that gets his vocals clashing off the other, 
combining into a monstrous clamor of sound that would send trembles 
down any lesser man's spine? And, more importantly, why does he sound 
so damn far away? 

"Carr . . . rus ? " Her voice trails off as she looks around, her 
surroundings not right . 



Hell, everything isn't right, from the fact that she's in an entirely 
new - and much cleaner - place to the fact that the same man most 
likely tearing this place to shreds with his one arm at this very 
moment is missing from her side. Sure, she at least knows he's close 
by his sound, but that isn't helping. 

"Holy shita€ 1 The kids!" 

Realization hits her hard. Wherever she is is definitely, without a 
doubt, someplace belonging to either someone or someones with a lot 
of backing and not somewhere she sees her in-laws just waltzing into 
with two infants in their arms. There's just something that tells her 
that, no matter what kind words are said, a place like this - 
wherever she is - wouldn't just take their word stating their weren't 
just refugees looking for shelter. 

"Fuck, fuck, fucka€ 1 " 

Not sure what she's going to do but knowing she has to do something, 
dammit, she rips the too soft after having been used to coarser at 
the camp sheets off. There's a railing on this bed, meaning she must 
be in some real type of hospital - which is worse than the meres for 
all too many reasons - and she uses it to pull herself up and over 
the side. 

Perhaps, she thinks as she crashes to the floor in a heap, falling 
out of bed wasn't the best first choice in figuring out where she is, 
but, fuck it, she's going to find her husband and her babies now. 
Grunting as she pushes herself up and ignores the pain from the fall, 
she looks around the room for any clue of where she is, ignoring the 
blaring alarms in warning from the machines attached to 
her . 

"Fucking pieces of shit, " she curses in a whisper as she just rips 
out the IV and yanks off the sensors on her skin, starting to drag 
her body across the floor with her forearms. 

She makes it halfway from the bed to the door before it swings open 
and doctors, wide-eyed in shock, rush in to stop and subdue her. 
"Commander Shepard!" "You should be in bed!" "You've just had 
surgery ! " 

On and on their voices ring in her ears and all she can think is one 
thing, shit, they know who I am. So much for our retirement in 
anonymitya€ 1 

"Get the fuck off me, dammit!" She shouts as she pulls her arms from 
their grasp, throwing a weak biotic push their way and sending them 
back. "I want my mate!" Best to hold off the 'children' in that until 
I know where the fuck they even are. 

She now knows why Garrus was apparently in the state she heard him in 
as she's in much the same, screaming and thrashing in arms that try 
to hold her, try to stop Commander Fucking Shepard. How dare they, 
she thinks, I saved the whole God damn galaxy, so get the fuck out of 
my way and let me go ! I deserve to be left alone! 

"Commander Shepard." She knows that voice, a small part in her that 
remains from long ago training still wanting to stand up tall and at 



attention, but she can't say that she's all too happy to hear it 
now . 

"Admiral Hackett, " she nearly snarls, scowling up at him from the 
floor. "Mind telling me where the fuck I am?" 

Though she already figured it out, regretfully, there was still a 
part of her that wished it wasn't true, that the Alliance, the 
Galaxy, hadn't found them. Here they were, trying to get into a 
semblance of normal when they were dragged back, their nails dug in 
so deep in the ground that she could feel her fingers scraped raw 
from the futile struggle. Who said the hero gets their happily ever 
after clearly was full of shit. 

If the man is affected by her spiteful words, he doesn't show it, 
and, instead, simply takes a parade rest as he answers. "You are 
aboard the SSV Berlin, an Alliance medical vessel." 

"Yeah. And how the hell did we get here? Where's my husband?" 

It's then that she notices how the Admiral holds his head a bit too 
high for calm professionalism, or at least at a height that she's 
used to seeing from him, and that piques her interest, her curiosity. 
Taking a closer look at his face to see what he's hiding or trying to 
hide, she notices the forming blossom of red. That can only mean one 
very surprising - though not too surprising - thing. 

A suspicion that's further fueled when Hackett merely says, "Praetor 
Vakarian has been detained in his room until he is more 
cooperative . " 

Garrus, you dirty bastarda€ 1 She hides her smirk and disappointment 
at not getting to see her mate cold clock an Admiral in the jaw and, 
instead, looks up to him with a neutral expression. "What about how 
we got here? How did you know our location?" 

"One of the Blue Suns passed along the information." 

She knows it wouldn't be Arcanus, it just wouldn't make sense. A mere 
he may be, but never a man who ' d say one thing and do another. As 
strange as that sort of honor among mercenaries is, the man wasn't 
typical in both the way he ran his company or the way in which he 
dealt with the two of them. Hell, if anything, fighting and nearly 
dying together on quite a few occasions also has it's own way of 
building trust. 

So, if not the leader, then one of the other meres in the camp. Just 
fucking great . 

She exhales heavily in frustration as she looks back up to the 
Admiral. "I want to see my mate." 

"I'm afraid you can't-" 

"Either you take me to him or you get the hell out of my way so I can 
crawl there, " she interrupts with a defiant scowl, no longer fearful 
of formal reprimand. Nothing they can do to her, she figures, is 
worse than what she's already been put through. "Either way, I'm 
going to be with my husband." 



In one of the first instances where she must have caught the main off 
guard, Hackett actually raises a brow. She takes it as a challenge, 
glaring up at him as she starts to, slowly, pull herself towards the 
door, at least seeing the good in missing her legs, less weight to 
drag . 

"Commander, there's one more thing." She sighs, but keeps going with 
the truth of fact that, unfortunately, she can't out-crawl whatever 
he's about to say. "Until you are discharged from duty, you are still 
Alliance. I can look away for only so long before you will find 
yourself court-martialed for your blatant insubordination." 

"Sir, with all do respect," go fuck yourself, "I have given so much 
to the Alliance- hell, to the galaxy - that I can demand to be left 
alone with my stumps for legs and one-armed husband. You want to 
court-martial me? FantasticaCl Not like my life could get any worse 
after all we've given and done." 

Admiral Hackett is quiet for a time before he nods. "As you were. 
Commander . " 

He's probably still just a tiny bit pissed at either her or Garrus, 
or both, because he doesn't bother with her little show of 
stubbornness, merely stepping around her as he leaves. It's all the 
same to her because she doesn't need any help from someone and 
definitely not from the Alliance that's fucked her countless times 
before . 

Besides, she's sure this medical treatments here comes at a price, at 
the cost of some 'favor' that the Systems Alliance will ask of them. 
It's pointless, she knows, trying to deny or resist the fact that 
they'll be forced to do it one way or another and all she can really 
hope is that the damn bastards were able to take their limbs when 
they took them under sedation to this ship. Having top of the line 
prosthetics might end up being their only victory reward after the 
war, after all, and she'll be damned if they get the shitty military 
issued ones. Not to mention that they probably would have to go to 
the Hierarchy for Garrus ' . 

The Hierarchy. Shit. 

She has no clue what will happen to them now that both governments 
know of their survival. Will they be separated? Is there anything to 
prevent that? Can they manage to find a way to keep his family and 
their children close and safe? There's just too many new questions 
that didn't have to exist if not for finding themselves being sold 
out by a fucking mere. 

Growling in anger at their predicament, she shoves away any aid in 
her trek as she snaps at the nearest nurse. "What room is Garrus in? 
Tell me, dammit!" 

"He'saCl He's in 308A." 

As if she could really read the numbers at this height. "Point. It. 
Out ! " 


"Jane? ! " 


His voice calls to her, worry painted in his vocals as he yells for 



her. She can only imagine what they've done to him to make it so that 

he can't come to her and it isn't soon enough when a technician 

brings a wheelchair. She doesn't accept their help to get in, in fact 

finds it insulting they'd even try, and jerks her body up and into 

the chair, immediately speeding down the hall of the 
ship . 

"Garrus ? ! " 

"Jane!" He barks out and she skids to a stop at the room, nearly 
throwing herself out. Turning to the number, it reveals the right 
room and she slowly pushing in to see what the did to him. 

Since she was expecting the worse and not a solution so seemingly 
simple, she can't help the sharp laugh at what she finds when she 
rolls in. Her mate, ex C-Sec, cuffed to the bed's railing and 
forcefully jerking against the restraints with a loud clang. 

"Easy, easy," she says with a chuckle, rolling to his bedside. 

"You'll tear the bed apart." 

"Better than being stuck like this. They cuffed my only hand to the 
bed, Jane. That's beyond cruel," he adds in mock hurt, scooting over 
as best he can for her when she locks the chair's wheels to start 
pulling herself up beside him. 

She snorts and lays down beside him, making sure to avoid his 
bandages. "Like you'd never do it." 

He scoffs, as if hurt by the accusation. "I'll have you know I was 
the model of proper suspect treatment." 

Knowing that, in this case, he was anything but, she chuckles and 
leans up to kiss him. "Right. It was all C-Sec's fault that they 
didn't believe the suspect just fell down." 

"Thank you, " he says with a chuckle in his voice and a smile on his 
face. "Someone who believes me." 

She chuckles and kisses his neck, reaching over to take his hand. 

"How about I go see whose ass I need to kick to get you out of those 
cuffs?" Garrus chuckles and lifts a brow in question, but she knows 
exactly what he would've joked about, the shit. "And yes, I can 
totally kick someone's ass without my legs." 

"I didn't say anything," he says with a rumbling laugh. 

"You didn't have to. Just had to give that look." 

"You mean the one that always manages to get you into bed?" His 
response comes with that damnable smug smirk that, damn him, she 
loves so much. 

She knows when she's been defeated, when her bluff has been called, 
and sighs with a pout. "I hate you." 

"No, you love me." 


Snorting, she scratches under his chin, hearing him purr. "You just 
wait until I'm back in top shape and I'll show you just how much and 



how far that love goes. 


"Think you can top taking me to the ends of the galaxy and into a war 
with a sentient race of machines bent on destroying all organic life? 
I'd like to see that." 

"Maybe not, but how about trying to figure out just how good that 
turian stamina is?" She smirks at his interested growl and whispers 
against his ear. "Just you, me, and so much time we wouldn't know 
what to do with." 

"I can think of quite a few things," he responds with a growling 
whisper, turning his head to kiss her with tangling tongues. 

In the midst of trying to reconnect intimately in the only way their 
bodies can manage without pain right now, the door opens and feet 
approach. A quick cough of embarrassment leads a clearing of a 
throat . 

"I'm so sorry," a woman's voice says, a look as they part revealing a 
uniformed Alliance nurse. "I wanted to come check up on you. 

Commander Shepard, and rerun an IV for your pain medication." 

The mention of pain killers only seems to fuel whatever pain her 
adrenaline from waking up here kept at bay. All she can imagine 
feeling the ache in her bones and the sharp pain where they must have 
cut her open is, fuck, it's a good thing we were asleep when they had 
to perform all the surgeries to get us to this point. 

It's also a good reminder to make sure her immobile mate gets his 
too . 

"I'll only take it if Garrus ' are readministered," she says as she 
looks him over, examining what's connected to him. 

"Already got me covered, Jane." Garrus motions with his chin towards 
what looks like an automated intravenous medication pump, a digital 
timer on the front. 

"That's correct . You will get one similar, but with human specific 
pain medication." Motioning a cart just outside the door, the woman 
eases it in. "We've been given turian medical supplies from the 
Hierarchy until Praetor Vakarian is ready to be transferred to a 
Hierarchy ship-" 

"What?" "Like hell he is!" They both say in tandem, his in a low 
growl and hers an angered shout . 

"Who the fuck do we need to talk to to get this sorted out. He is not 
being taken from me." 

"Please, ma'am. I'm just your nurse." 

The tension in the rooms seems to dissipate almost immediately 
because the woman seems genuinely shocked and concerned for her own 
safety against the two angry cripples that Jane calms some. She sort 
of feels guilty at it, at snapping at a woman just trying to do a 
most likely shitty job and be the bearer of even shiftier news 
because the higher ups don't want to deal with the insubordinate 
Commander Shepard. 



Taking a deep breath to calm herself, Jane reaches out in attempt to 
make peace. "Hey. I apologize for ripping into you. If anything, I 
know what it's like to have to be the one doing the shit no one up 
top wants to . " 

"No, Ia€l I can understand the stresses of it all." The woman, a 
frail looking thing with graying brown hair pulled tightly into a 
little bun on her neck, looks at her supplies before them, offering a 
sad sort of a smile. "You certainly aren't the first patients to be 
angry with how this war has left them and I don't think you'll be the 
last . " 

There is an strenuous sort of agreement to leave it at that from them 
all as Jane simply nods and offers her arm for the TV. The nurse 
works face, finding a vein easily enough on the first try and hooking 
up the tubes and lines of medication that, as she explained, will 
combat pain and prevent infection. 

When it's done, Jane feels the warm rush of pain killers and the pain 
in her legs gets more bearable, the last few minutes of waiting 
drawing close on agony that left her gripping so tightly onto her 
mate's hand. Before the woman can leave, though, Jane stops her. 

"We would like to talk to someone to get these cuffs off. As well as 
get the Praetor a communicat ion channel to the Primarch." 

Garrus, thank god, catches on quick and nods with a hum. "I need to 
start learning about the rebuilding efforts and it can't wait until 
I'm stable and on a Hierarchy ship." 

"Oha€ 1 Oh," the nurse says in confusion, nodding. "Of course. I'll 
let the Admiral knowa€ 1 About both." 

That is when they are left alone in the silence of machines humming 
and monitors beeping. With hope, VIctus has managed to survive the 
war and, with his help, they can maintain a semblance of control on 
the situation. Perhaps what they've been through with the man will 
gain them a hand in making sure they are both not separated and in a 
position where their children can be kept close. 

Some time after they are left alone, an Alliance soldier with a fresh 
bandage over his cheek , and a glare for her husband, enters their 
room and comes to the bedside. "I've been ordered to remove your 
cuffs by Captain Moors," he grinds out, clearly angered by the order. 
"Don't make us regret this." 

"Just uncuff me, " Garrus says back with a slight narrowing of his 
eyes. Definitely something between these two, she thinks. 

The soldier holds his Tool over the cuff and it snaps open, her mate 
immediately offering her his hand in silent request. She takes it and 
begins to rub and massage his wrist as the soldier pockets the 
restraints . 

"Commander Shepard, " the soldier says in departing with a curt nod. 
Whether or not he blatantly ignores Garrus because of a personal 
issue or racial, she doesn't know nor have the patience to delve 
into . 



Not when it's back to just the two of them, he with his hand in hers 
and she gently caressing and rubbing away any discomfort from the 
cuffs meant for humans that cut into his wrist and plates. Plus, this 
is time they can use to try and figure out their next step in what to 
do to get back on track with their retirement plans. 

"Damocles and Cassia are safe with your dad and sister, right?" 

He hums and nods, moving his hand for a moment to grip hers. "They 
are. Sol and dad would die to make sure they're okayaC 1 And I have a 
pretty good feeling that, right now, that Blue Suns camp is being 
combed through for whoever sold us out." 

"You came to that conclusion too, huh?" 

Garrus nods and rumbles before a soft chuckle vibrates through his 
chest. "I'm inclined to believe that a man like Arcanus wouldn't go 
through all the trouble to coordinate with Liara into getting us 
taken care of and whole again just to sell us out to the Alliance. 

Way I see it, that very person will come to our attention 
soon . " 

"And the kids? You think with Liara pulling so many strings already 
that the Shadow Broker might assist in hiding them?" 

"I don't see why not. She's already gotten us and them this 
far-" 

"Praetor Vakarian, sir?" A young officer in a crisp uniform enters, 
saluting the two before she speaks again. "The comm channel you 
requested is active." 

Jane looks from the woman to her mate. "Go tell talk to the Primarch 
and see what you can do about that other matter, " she says pointedly 
and watches him nod as he moves to stand, taking his IV stand in 
hand . 

Giving her a smile in parting, he rumbles and says, "I'll see that 
it ' s done . " 


7 . Chapter 6 
-Garrus- 

He arrives in the comm room just as an unstable connection is made, 
the image of Primarch Adrien Victus appearing. _At least one good 
thing in this situation. _ 

"Sir," he greets with a nod, foregoing the salute he can't make 
without his left arm. "I won't attempt to hide the fact that it's 
good to see you." 

"Save the 'sirs', Garrus." Victus smiles slightly with a friendly hum 
and Garrus looks him over, noticing the small bit of a tilt in his 
stance to one side. _He must have been injured during the push 
through the city. _"I must admit, I hadn't expected to see you at the 
end of everything." 


"Yeah. I thought I wouldn't make it either." 



"On the contrary. It was _me _that I assumed wouldn't make it," the 
Primarch says with a chuckle. "You and yours are too stubborn to fall 
so easily." Stopping to hum in thought, the man looks off before 
turning back. "I don't know whether it's a good or bad thing I came 
back from the advance through London." 

Garrus frowns at that, thinking that, in fact, it's _good _that he 
made it out. Not just for his own personal matters, but for Palaven 
too. Their people needed someone who was willing to bend the 
traditional means of thinking for the betterment of their 
species . 

"What exactly happened to you and your squad?" 

The man shakes his head with a low growl. "When the Reaper fell, it 
took down the building we were in. We were trapping under the rubble 
and didn't even make it to rejoin Hammer for the run to the 
beam . " 

"It saved your lives," Garrus assures with a frown. "Most of Hammer 
was wiped out on by Harbinger." 

"Is that how," he stops at that, simply motioning with his chin and 
Garrus nods . 

"I was pinned under a Make. I didn't even get to go with Jane through 
the beam and onto the Citadel." 

"Which might have saved you life, as well." Victus rumbles and takes 
a few steps within the sensors of his side of the QEC. "From what I 
hear, it is close to a miracle that Shepard made it." He nods in 
agreement as the Primarch silences for a moment before saying, "But I 
know you didn't contact me to check up on my health or the state of 
the Hierarchy." 

"You're right. While I am glad to see you made it, I don't have the 
mind right now to care about our people. It just doesn't feel like my 
priority- " 

"As I would expect . " 

"I'm here to ask for your help," Garrus says, not affected by the 
interruption. "They're trying to separate my family. I already have 
to rely on my instincts that my children are safe, but I can't be 
apart from Jane. She needs mea€ 1 I need _her_. " 

The Primarch nods and hums, crossing his hands behind his back as he 
takes a more professional, detached appearance. "There has been an 
arrangement made between all species' that we are all to care for our 
own in order to allow for each people to focus on tending to their 
own. The only exception would be for injured too critical to survive 
the transfer between medical facilities. 

"As you can assume, you have been deemed noncritical, so the Alliance 
is requesting you be transferred off the Berlin and into the care of 
the _Salubris_, our closest medical vessel." His next statement may 
or may not be be due to Garrus' clenched fist, it's hard to tell. 
"_However_, if you'd be willing to take on a job, there may be a 
compromise . " 



The slight smirk to the man's mandibles piques his interest, 
straightening his spine he rumbles in question. "I'm 
interested . " 

"We need an ambassador of sorts, someone to represent the Hierarchy 
on the SSV Berlin while the Alliance tends to our soldiers." Victus 
relaxes and leans against his side of the QEC, injury obviously 
causing some discomfort. "Although we don't think they'd do it, we 
want someone aboard to ensure that their reports of necessary 
supplies and needs to care for our men are correct . You will also 
need to connect with our doctor on board. Doctor Sadius Tarin, and 
report back to us your findings on his relationship with the Alliance 
doctors there. Again, we aren't trying to assume anything, but I'd 
like to be completely sure that the Alliance is not adhering to the 
new treaty between the species by offering the bare minimum to our 
people in their care." 

"And I'll be allowed to remain aboard?" 

He nods. "While the Alliance sees no priority in your treatment, they 
cannot prohibit us from having a representative for our people aboard 
the Berlin. They may not want 'visitors' to their patients, but I 
doubt this way they can stop you from being with your mate so long as 
you continue to work for the Hierarchy." 

"What of my family? My children?" He growls and adds, with quite a 
bit of irritation lacing his vocals. "I don't want them anywhere near 
the Alliance and I don't trust their safety where they are 
now . " 

Adrien Victus hums in thought a moment, gauging his words before he 
speaks. "Normally, I wouldn't expect someone acting on another ship 
to have a bunk on a turian vessel, but I may be able to give either 
your sister or your father a position assisting me in keeping 
communicat ions between yourself and other ambassadors on xeno 
vessels . " 

Neither would be qualified but, by the sounds, it almost seems like a 
simple assistant's position. Maybe, just maybe, his sister could find 
a way to juggle the information and report efficiently. Not that he 
doubted her, but, if he knew Solana, she tended to see paperwork and 
monotonous work in about the same light as he did. Although, perhaps 
her lack of want to Overload and burn each and every datapad laid out 
and ready to be filled out might lend well to her acceptance. 

Not that he has many doubts that either would accept - he knows them 
both too well to imagine they'd let a chance to both help their 
people and their family - but the fact that they'd be so far from him 
makes him keen sadly. _Safe, but so far away_. 

"Garrus, " Victus says with a knowing, sympathetic rumble. "I know 
this is hard, but it's the safest option for them. They would be safe 
aboard the Indomitable." 

"Not to refuse your offer, but they won't be entirely safe unless 
they are right here with us. Our experiences have already proven 
that . " 


In an instant, the man turns from Primarch to a man that Garrus might 



even call a friend with a simple question. "What about the 
Normandy? " 

"This is the first time either of us have had comm access. I don't 
even know the state or location of the Normandy." 

"The Normandy is on Earth, her crew tending to the rebuilding of 
Earth . " 

"So, under Alliance control." 

Adrien sighs and nods. "It would seem so." 

Humming in thought, a slight anger under his vocals, Garrus thinks of 
his only other option. "What of a turian refugee camp? It's not my 
first choice, by any means, but they can blend in, they can _hide_ in 
somewhat plain sight. No one would immediately recognize them as my 
family unless they say it." 

"There is a camp of refugees working to rebuild London in return for 
housing arrangements in Alliance provided prefabs, " the older turian 
says. "It may not be ideal and I can't offer that it won't be a 
grueling job for your family, but they may gain a sense of privacy 
that they might not gain at a normal refugee camp." 

Knowing this is the best option, even if not what he'd have taken in 
a perfect life, Garrus nods. "I'll find a way to contact them. Is 
there anything else, sir?" 

Back to business and professionalism, Victus hums in remembrance. 

"No, Praetor. I will make sure the captain of the _Salubris _ensures 
your position on the Berlin is acknowledged." Holographically 
projected eyes lift to his. "Know that this only extends until our 
men are no longer under Alliance care." 

"By then, Jane and I will be gone." 

He doesn't bother to pretend he will stay on through the service, the 
duty he should feel obligated to perform for his people. Tired of 
serving for his people, he holds no illusions that he will remain 
under the Hierarchy's control once they are completely able to use 
their new limbs. 

The Primarch doesn't seem all too surprised by that and, if he 
doesn't approve, he doesn't say anything besides, "We could always 
use a leader like you to rebuild, Garrus." 

He doesn't hesitate in his head shake, a determined growl in his 
voice as he says, "I am done with this galaxy, Primarch. It's time my 
wife and I take our children and _live_. " 

"A shame, but I know all too well the other life." 

There is no question that the man does. It only took a look between 
he and his son to know what effects a life buried in work and duty 
did to a personal relationship, and it could only get worse in a 
galaxy strife with rebuilding efforts after the war. 

It's why Garrus will fight talon and teeth not to be dragged into 
that, into a life he both didn't expect or want. 



"I wish you well, Garrus, " Adrien pulls him from his thoughts. "Now 
go be seen by Doctor Turin and get yourself cleared for duty." 

He nods in the best of a salute he can offer as the comm channel 
closes. There is only one chance he has to stay with his mate, to 
leave his children, and he struggles with the decision. Will they be 
safe if he's gone? Will she? 

"Damn ita€ 1 " 

"Sir?" A communicat ions tech stands at the threshold of the ship's 
comm room. "Would you like to make any further communicat ions ? " 

"Get me the Normandy." 

The man nods and moves to the terminal, tapping some comms as the QEC 
flares to bright life. "Comm-ing the Normandy, please report. I 
repeat. Communications request for the Normandy." 

"_This is Comm Specialist Traynor for the Normandy." _ 

"Normandy, this is the SSV Berlin. Praetor Vakarian is aboard and 
requesting communicat ions . " 

"_Garrus? - I mean. Yes, we'll accept the communicat ions . 

Connecting." _A very distorted image that he barely recognizes as the 
Specialist appears. "_I'm afraid most of the Normandy's crew is 
off-ship. Since we're docked, it's nothing but a repair and 
engineering crew."_ 

The tech looks to him in 'is this okay' and he nods. "Thank you," he 
says to the man with a curt nod and receives a salute before being 
left alone. "Traynor." Stepping forward, he assumes she can't see him 
because she hasn't, predictably, remarked on his 
condition . 

"_Garrus? Wow, you have no idea how happy I am and the others will be 
to hear you are aliveaCl Isa€l_" 

"Jane is alive too. We're injured, but alive." Not willing to 
explain, he adds before she can ask about their injuries. "I'm more 
interested in the crew. Has the Normandy heard anything about 
Hammer? " 

"_We haven't had complete reports on everyone, but those who have 
managed to return contact I would dare say would be wanting to see 
you both . 

As he suspected. Still, they _are _all a very close approximation of 
family so he doesn't see any fault in it. However, he's sure the 
Alliance would. 

"I'm sure Jane would agree that it'd be good to see the others, but 
things on the Berlin are less than ideal for the chance to have 
visitation." He sighs and leans against the terminal, hand beside the 
terminal's keys once again dwarfing those meant for human hands. Oh, 
how he remembers the difficulty in calibrating the cannons using the 
human made terminals with his larger fingers. 



"_0h. Wella€r’_ 

"I need you to assure the crew of our survival." _Get Liara's 
attention at our predicament and, just maybe, she'll be of help._ "I 
don't expect Jane and I to stay here long and we might need some help 
blending into the shadows," he says with a chuckle. 

Her amused chuckle is barely more than static feedback, but he 
understands it all the same when she adds, "_Aye, ayea€ 1 And, Garrus? 
We knew you two wouldn't be knocked down so easily. 

"Knocked down, maybe, but you should see how the other guys came 
out . " 

He closes the call with confidence that he has done Jane good in 
checking up as best he can with a crew that is as scattered as 
possible on a small planet like Earth. He knows they will begin to 
come back together now that the word of their gravity force gets 
around, he surprised if they don't already know of her survival, but 
their reunions will have to wait until they manage a way off this 
damn ship. Perhaps, when the time comes, they could employ their 
help . 

Leave it to them to need an entire ship of armed soldiers to get away 
from a ship full of doctors. 

His next stop is the small office of the Hierarchy's only on-board 
doctor. Knocking on the door, he is emitted with a low, almost 
inaudible 'enter'. 

The man is, simply put, old, definitely older than his own father 
with his extensively cracked from age facial plates, but there is 
something that strikes Garrus as strong, assured in his place as the 

doctor entrusted with the men on this ship. It's that high-held 

confidence that the man radiates that has Garrus giving a low nod in 

respectful greeting, figuring it wouldn't hurt to be on the man's 

good side. 

"Praetor Garrus Vakarian, I presume?" The man's voice is low, almost 
confused for soft, but Garrus feels the rumbling vocals and sees the 
straight-edged stance that speak of him being anything but. To him, 
this man feels like military, through and through. 

"We don't have to go by titles. Doctor Tarin." 

"Oh, but we do when said Praetor was part of the moving force in this 
war. You've earned that respect." _So definitely military, but it's 
been years if his age is any sign. Perhaps a reserve medic?_ 

His inner observations are interrupted with the man waves a hand to 
enter his small bunk that functions as the only office he possesses 
on the Berlin. "Please, come so I can examine you. While I trust 
human doctors in their respective fields, I don't see too many 
Alliance doctors who specialize in turian care." 

"I was actually treated off-ship." 

Doctor Tarin hums and nods, motioning the IV. "Mind if I remove it? I 
don't think it'll help much beyond getting you slowly addicted." 



"By all means," he says with a nod. "I actually supposed it should be 
removed anyways." At the man's raised brow plate, he adds, "The 
Primarch would like me to be your patients' ambassador with the 
Alliance . " 

"I see. Well, while I don't see a need for it and figure your job 
will be quite uneventful here after the amount of aid I've already 
been given by the other doctors, I understand you are probably here 
for an ulterior reason." 

Garrus doesn't flinch at the pointed look and, instead, nods. "It's 
no secret that my wife is here and I don't trust her being alone 
without the Alliance trying to find a way to abuse their former power 
over her . " 

"You _do _understand that this means your wounds will have to be 
treated without narcotics, correct? While I will make sure you are on 
a prescription of antibiotics to ensure you do not succumb to 
infection while the implant heals, you cannot be on anything that 
will impair your ability to work." The man tosses aside the used IV 
line and turns off the machine controlling the pain 
medication . 

"I've actually gone through worse. Doctor." Garrus motions his face. 
"I was back to active duty within days after this and cybernetics 
implanted in my shoulder. If it means moving faster through this 
healing process, I'd do anything." 

"So I assumed, " Tarin says with a hum as he runs gently fingers 
around and over the incisions in his left shoulder, testing where 
they just recently installed the outlet for his new arm. "I'm 
actually surprised you're already up after having surgery only 
yesterday . " 

He trills in surprise at that and looks at the doctor. "A day?" 

The man nods with a rumble as he opens his Omni-Tool and types in 
some notes. "The sedative used in the Blue Suns' camp was a very 
strong one. I assume that they tend to use a universal one to better 
treat all of their men, but it has the side effect of leaving you 
nearly in a coma while it works out of your system." 

_That ' s how they managed to move us from the camp without us even 
waking up_, he thinks with a growl as Doctor Tarin runs a scan over 
him . 

"Everything seems to be on track with what I'd expect of your 
healing. Praetor," Tarin says as he closes his Tool. "I'll request 
your limb from the doctors here so that we can begin physical therapy 
as soon as you're healed enough for the weight." 

"When will that be? I'm running a bet with my wife of who will get to 
wear theirs first." 

The man actually chuckles at that and hums in thought. "I see your 
recovery to actually be a short one. Your body is still strong after 
all this time you must have been bed-ridden between now and the 
war . " 

He was actually surprised at that, thinking quite the opposite now 



that the loss of muscle tone is making his back hurt. Still, if the 
doctor says he is in a state to start rehabilitation as soon as he 
heals, then he won't argue, doesn't _want _to argue. Besides, once he 
gets to where he can actually work with his new limb, his back won't 
be much of a problem as he'll be in an even better condition than he 
was during the war. Of that, he's sure. 


8 . Chapter 7 


- Jane- 


"_And we are receiving confirmation from the Alliance that Commander 

Shepard is alive and being treated aboard the SSV 

Berlin-"_ 

Under the best doctors, I bet." _ 

There's no need for such disdain, Mr RookeaC 1 I believe that the 

Alliance **should ** be doing more than what's necessary 

to-"_ 

Just because she is the propaganda machine for the Alliance 

doesn't mean she should be getting preferential treatment! There are 

refugees out there that this extra cost of her **royal**_ 

_treatment could be helping! 

"Turn it off, Garrus . " 

The vidscreen in their room snaps off with a click and her mate looks 
back over his shoulder with a raised brow. "Ever wonder what they'd 
say if they know you're practically imprisoned on this ship for 
treatment ? " 

She snorts and digs her thumbs into the knots on his shoulders, right 
between spinal and shoulder plates, making him hum in relaxation. "I 
doubt they'd believe it. Hell, they'd probably consider it all a 
conspiracy to make it seem like I'm just an average person." 

"Leave it to you to become the hot topic of discussion, " he says as 

he rolls his neck, flexing his shoulders as the knots loosen. 

"There will always be someone, somewhere, who will find something to 
bitch about, " she responds as she moves her hands lower, to his lower 
back that's been causing problems the more he's been on his feet 
these last few days thanks to his weight loss. "I didn't expect 
anything less, but I had hoped it wouldn't occupy every damn channel 
in this shit hole." 

It was true. Every time they turned on the vidscreen to try and drown 
away their worries of not knowing what was happening to those they 
love outside this damn ship in the real universe, there was someone 

new gossiping about her. While she could take the judgment, the 

spite, or exuberant praise, admiration she didn't deserve, coming 
from the other side, she couldn't stand that she was all people 
seemed to be wanting to talk about where they _should _be having a 
fucking parade in celebration. 


She could only wait before the talks started to turn to her personal 
life and everyone's resulting thoughts on things they should keep her 



damn noses out of. Insulting and disapproving of her as an Alliance 
pawn she could take, but insulting the life she's taken with her 
husband is another matter. 


"You're lost in thought again," Garrus admonishes with a soft rumble. 
"You can't let them get to you, Jane." 

"I'm trying not to, but there's justa€ 1 After all the shit we did, we 
still get spit on." 

"They are frightened of what is left after this war, worried about 
how we will rebuild." He sighs and turns to stop her massage and look 
at her in the eyes. "It doesn't make it right and, in fact, it's one 
more burden the galaxy has put on you, to be the one they blame for 
all the horrors that never should have been real, but it's not 
something I want you stressing over." Feeling his hand wrap around 
hers, she leans forward to lay her head on his chest. "I want you 
worrying about how we're going to hit the ground running the second 
we get those limbs." 

She chuckles and nods, trying to push away the thought that soon he, 
too, will fall victim to the unforgiving limelight. "Don't know if 
I'll be running, but I'll damn well will be crawling if I have 

to. " 

Adding in his own chuckle, he nips her cheek in a kiss. "I'll carry 
you in I must, even hold back my complaints of your new weight." 

His smirk tells her that, yes, that was a jab at possibly taking that 
remark down the path of insulting her weight and she has nothing to 
say to it now that he's already read her, taking to pouting 
instead . 

"You're so cute when you do that." 

Her brows draw down in glare. "Excuse me, but I was the one who just 
took down the Reapers. I am _not _'cute'." 

Garrus, the shit, merely chuckles and runs his talons through her 
curls. "Your threats don't frighten me." 

"They should," she says with a smirk and whispers against his ear. "I 
can always get another collar to put you in your place." 

She loves that growl she gets out of him as he buries his face 
against her neck and runs his tongue along her pulse to make her 
shiver. She knows he's about to say something that is interrupted by 
the door opening by his sigh and slight growl as they look to see who 
has come to bother them this time. 

_It ' s either another nurse trying to get me to accept an IV for 
stronger pain killers I won't use or the turian doctor that wants to 
take Garrus to work again like the past few days._ 

The sight of an Alliance orderly convinces her it's not a visitor for 
her mate, but that doesn't lessen her irritation because it only 
means that this man at her door is either here to request she listen 
to doctor's orders to stop being so damn stubborn and cooperate or to 
ask if she'll accept another Alliance visitor - which she won't, even 
going so far as to ignore them when they just waltz in 



anyways . 


"Commander Shepard. Praetor Vakarian." The man closes the door behind 
him as he slowly approaches, a temporary Omni-Tool in hand. "I am 
here to give you this." 

Jane raises a brow in both suspicion and curiosity. "And who, pray 
tell, has decided to grace us with this gift?" 

"The Shadow Broker is aware you do not currently have Omni-Tool 
access ? " 

"Afraid I left mine in my other arm," Garrus says dryly. 

She snorts and nods, looking back to the man. "As far as I'm aware, 
mine was fried in the blast. That, or they removed it for no damn 
reason, " she motions her scar where the Omni-Tool implant was, "So 
were living like we're in the twentieth century without any outside 
communicat ions or, hell, any entertainment besides the vidscreen." 
Lowering her voice so only her mate can hear, she adds, "We can't 
even have fucking sex while still healing." 

Garrus chuckles as the man nods and offers the Tool. "Afraid this 
can't contact every extranet address, but you will be able to contact 
an address that the Shadow Broker assures is very important to 
you . " 

There's only one number that would actually be important to them, 
only one other person - or persons - they would like to speak with 
right now. If Liara is giving them that chance, what kind of idiots 
would they be to refuse it? 

Hesitating, knowing that, for Liara 's sake of remaining the 
'all-knowing, all-powerful Broker', they have to pretend not to know 
who the Broker is or why they would be helping two crippled soldiers, 
Jane crosses her arms. "What would we owe the Broker?" 

"The Broker is aware of certain _arrangement s _made over the years 
that have not yet been fulfilled, " the man whose name tag saying 
Jonathan may or may not be the truth. "Consider this paying one of 
the debts owed." 

"Will it be tracked?" What lies beneath Garrus' question is really, 
'Can it be tracked by the Alliance or other governments?' and Jane 
nods in agreement to both what's said and what's meant. 

"No, sir. This is your private Tool until you find yourselves in a 
position where you will no longer need it." 

"Well, " she says as she holds out a hand for it, her fingers wrapping 
around the old shape of the easily removable bracelet-looking 
Omni-Tools of years ago. "I don't see any reason not to accept it. I 
don't see who would be paying the Broker to spy on us considering 
they could simply bug the room." 

The man chuckles and shrugs. "You said it, not me. But I assure you 
that the Shadow Broker merely means to pay a debt. He doesn't like 
accruing debt when he can just as quickly repay it." 

"Looks like you get to wear it, Jane, " her mate says with a chuckle 



and motions his missing arm. "I'll have to wait for my own." 

She chuckles as hears the door click shut, looking to see that the 
'orderly' has already taken his leave. "Guess he couldn't stand your 
bad sense of humor." 

"Please," he says with a feigned scoff. "He just needed to step 
outside before he lost his composure thanks to my amazing 
delivery . " 

Snorting, she removes the protective covering of the underside and 
lays the bracelet onto her skin, lining up sensitive sensors that are 
revealed to the proper tendons so that it will activate and 
deactivate with the flick of her wrist. 

It won't be very fancy, probably only capable of calls to a specific 
number thanks to the software of these things being left in the dust 
long ago, but it'll work perfectly for what they need it for. A fact 
she can't wait to try out as she accesses the outdated interface and 
starts to search for the call command. 

It takes some time, but soon there is a static of connection before 
they hear a familiar voice. "_Hello?"_ 

"Hey, old man." That gets a glare from her mate, but his father 
merely offered a feigned sigh in annoyance. 

"Jane, " he admonishes with a shake of his head as he turns to the 
Omni-Tool that is, unfortunately, only audio. _Damn old tech._ "How 
are Damocles and Cassia? Did you and Solana get a communicat ion from 
the Hierarchy?" 

"_You mean the one about the refugee work program in London?" _He 
chuckles and they can hear the soft clicks of their children, which a 
good sign to their health and situation. "_I had a feeling that you 
were trying to tell us something. We were transported here just 
yesterday . 

"Are the little bastards settling in?" 

"I sure hope that nickname doesn't stick," her mate deadpans as his 
father begins to speak. 

"_They are settling better than we are, actually. They miss you, of 
course, and don't sleep as well without you, but no one here seems 
all that bothered by the thought of children in the camp. I think 
it's because most here are those on the liveships, now looking for 
something to **do ** besides be a burden. 

"I can get that," Jane agrees with a nod. "We feel trapped and 
useless without at least being able to get down and dirty cleaning 
shit up. Hell, I'd call off retirement just to help people rebuild 
their homes, build one for ourselves while we're at it." 

"One day soon, Jane." 

I understand your frustrations. I really do . He hums, the sound 

mostly static, and adds, "_But you two shouldn't, for once, become 
impatient. Let those implants take and you won't have to come into 
later problems from the stress you'll be putting on them."_ 



"Thanks, mom." Jane smiles at his mandible flick in exasperation that 
_has _to be happening on the other side of the call from the look on 
her mate's face of why she has to constantly goad the man. She'll 
give them some peace, she figures, and changes the conversation back 
to their little family. "Are the kids able to hear us?" 

"_Yes. They can hear you and are currently trying to put their hands 
through the Tool interface." _ 

"I miss them." She frowns at her husband's sad rumble as he says that 
and takes his hand, squeezing in shared sorrow and reassurance that 
they will see them again very soon. _Only a few weeks, Garrus._ 

She knows well that Titus is trying to fish for something to take 
their minds off of it when he says, "_How is your healing coming 
along? I would hope it is well, but I thought that each species was 
no longer tending to xeno patients unless they are too 
crit leal . 

Garrus chuckles at that. "Well, I guess you could say I took on a job 
to keep me on the Berlin." 

"_How are you managing that?"_ 

"I work as a representative for the injured aboard. We currently have 
two patients here, but one is soon to be transferred once his wounds 
from his latest surgery heal enough for transport." 

"_I thought you weren't going to work."_ 

"It wasn't really my first option, but Victus offered it as a 
solution and I took it." He hums in thought, deciding whether or not 
he should say it. "I do not plan to keep this job 
long . " 

"_Garrus . 

Her husband frowns at the slight tone of admonishment, but growls 
slightly in stubbornness she knows so well. "Whatever you're going to 
say, don't. It'll save us an argument." His hand in hers shifts to 
link their fingers in that pattern that would seem uncomfortable to 
anyone else but them. "I have done as much as I care to for the sense 
of duty and honor, so I will play this part in order to get what _I 
_want . What I want is to be with my wife while we wait to finish 
healing and to walk out with her once that is done." 

There is a long pause before a simple, _"Okay."_ 

"Okay?" Garrus seems confused, which is completely understandable 
because she, too, is completely baffled by the lack of 
contention . 

"_Yes, 'okay'. I am agreeing with your decision." _Hearing his son's 
confused trill, he explains, "_I know trying to guide you to the path 
of what society expects from you will get us nowhere but into a 
heated argument that will only pull us apart when we need, more than 
anything, to stick together. You also need your family, Garrus, and 
they need you. You are a better man than I for seeing that that is 
put first . " _ 



Her mate rumbles and ducks his head in silent thanks as he squeezes 
her hand. "_And Garrus? I know you don't care about doing things the 
traditional way, but make sure you don't anger the wrong 
people . 

They both chuckle at that, not sure if they've already been there, 
done that, burned those bridges. Still, Jane nods as if her 
father-in-law could see it and says, "Noted. Thanks for the 
t ip . " 

"_Too little, too late, probably, he says with a slight hint of 
amusement . 

"All the same, we will try it, " Garrus says with his own amused 
rumble, the two men's vocals bouncing off the other with such a 
similarity that, even if she didn't know them, it would be obvious 
they're related. 

A tap on their door announces a visitor just before it slides open 
and the turian doctor enters, his cracked plates standing out in when 
the lights play off his white, spider web-like colony paints as he 
nods in greeting. 

"Dad, I have to go, " her mate says as both of them return it, 
figuring it better to be on the good and respectful side of the man 
who will give Garrus his arm than not. "Duty calls." 

"_Something I never thought I'd hear. Take care, Garrus and Jane. We 
will be waiting for you._" Garrus purrs at that last, they both 
knowing what isn't said as he reaches forward and closes the 
call . 

Turning to the older man, her mate stands. "Doctor Tarin, this is my 
mate-" 

"Commander Shepard, " he fills in, offering a hand in a very human 
gesture. She takes it and is very impressed, and pleasantly 
surprised, but the strength still in it. This man may not look it, 
but his firm grip proves to her that he knows what he's doing, that 
he wouldn't be here if he wasn't still on top of his game. 

"Sir. It's nice to meet you." 

"For me as well." His steel eyes turn to her mate as he says, "Are 
you ready. Praetor? I need you to come with me while we speak with 
Lieutenant Teritus ' family over the QEC in order to gain the right of 
attorney so we can begin his actual treatment." He gives them both a 
knowing look and is sure to emphasize his next comment. "It may take 
some time, but I believe we can stabilize him for travel around the 
time you both will begin physical therapy. I wouldn't want your 
duties to have to interfere with your healing." 

She doesn't know if it's a good or bad sign that their goal of 
sticking together and getting out as soon as possible is so easily 
readable, but she has to consider that maybe the man knowing their 
intentions might work out for them. After all, what kind of doctor 
would try to halt his patients' recovery just out of spite for the 
man trying to use the system? 



"Of course. Doctor, " Garrus agrees with a rumble and slight lower of 
his head, showing that he understands the message. 

When he looks to her with apology in his eyes for having to leave, 
she smiles and shrugs. "I'll just flip through channels to find 
something that isn't news." 

He chuckles as he kisses her temple, squeezing her hand one last time 
before leaving. Alone, she lays back on the pillows with a huff and 
turns on the vidscreen, knowing she won't find anything that isn't 
either infomercial, sitcom bullshit, or panels currently ripping her 
career and military history to pieces with belligerent criticism or 
idiotic praise. 

"_-I'm telling you, we shouldn't just turn away from the fact that 
Commander Shepard was working Cerberus ! 

Click . 

"_-Broke galactic laws-"_ 

Click . 

Hero and Savior of the Galaxy-"_ 

Click . 


9. Chapter 8 
-Garrus- 

Days drag, hours are counted by the visits of nurses coming to check 
on their conditions or Doctor Tarin entering to request his presence 
and it starts to weigh on their nerves and sense of peace. They itch 
for something beyond the stark white of the hospital room, for more 
than the simple calls between themselves and his family that doesn't 
really sate that desire to be with their loved ones, their children, 
just as empty words of improvement do not get them out of this 
Alliance prison. 

He feels for Jane, her condition limiting any sort of escape beyond 
the supervised trips in her wheelchair around the hall, and has no 
clue how she has managed her cabin fever into the simple outbursts of 
anger towards poor, helpless fools that dare stand in her way. 
Sometimes he even comes back to the room to find her trying to crawl 
across the floor in their room in frustration and the need to ' just 
move, dammit ' . 

She is not at fault, however. Not when he can get out and about the 
ship while he works and she is left chained to the chair that is her 
only means of mobility, allowed only to designated areas. She craves 
her freedom and, he knows, when she finally has her legs given to 
her, there is not a damn thing that will stop or hold her 
back . 

Three weeks pass before they gain a visitor they weren't able they 
would get a chance to see until they escaped this damn hospital ship. 
Spectre Ashley Williams. He guesses he shouldn't be all too surprised 
considering the woman probably has a clearance from both Council and 



Alliance high enough to get her access anywhere on the ship she 
wanted . 

What he doesn't expect is for her to come on orders. 

"Hey, Skipper. Garrus, " she greets with a nod as she shuts the door, 
then smiles. "Good to see you two still won't die and make it easier 
on all the bad bastards in the galaxy." 

They chuckle and nod as Garrus gets up to give her hand a shake, the 
woman moving to the bed to give his wife one as well. "Good to see 
someone without it having to be through the vidscreen news bullshit, " 
Jane says as she crosses her arms with that smirk of hers, lifting a 
brow. "And _why_ haven't you used your Spectre status before now to 
get a look at the cripples?" 

"You know how it is, always something that needs to be done and 
someone's hand that needs to be shaken," she explains before leaning 
against the wall and crossing her arms, face contorting from open and 
inviting to one more pensive. "I have actually come for more than 
catching up." 

Of course he should have expected the unexpected visit to mean 
something besides them getting a break from the monotony of the SSV 
Berlin. Their luck just didn't turn out that way. 

"The Alliance is preparing to unveil the plans for a sister vessel to 
the Normandy." Straight to business once the small talk is over, said 
talk definitely a type of solace for coming to his mate with one more 
demand, just one more task that the Alliance or Council has. "You are 
a symbol of humanity perseverance and, to many, the face of the 
Normandy. The Alliance would like you to be present for the 
unveiling . " 

Garrus is about to say where and how they can take that request when 
Jane holds up a hand. "Let me get this straight. They want me to get 
up out of bed with no legs just to sit there and, what, look pretty? 
That sounds like the _last _thing I want to do." 

Ash nods in understanding and looks to the floor. "I hear you're 
almost to the point of installing your prosthetics." 

That change of subject obviously isn't accidental and one Garrus 
reads easily, rumbling as he shifts in his seat on the bed. "You can 
get them to us?" 

"If you agree, yes. I can make sure the doctor allows Skipper her 
limbs for the ceremony. 'Morale boost', or some such shit." Williams 
smirks and shrugs. "If you don't go, there's no telling when you'll 
get them . " 

Jane looks to him and they share a short conversation. 'This could be 
our big break. Can you get your arm?' 'Will you be okay without 
giving your legs some time?' 'Well, I'm not waiting around here to 
blow our chances ! ' 

Decision made, his wife nods. "Tell the Alliance I will only go under 
the condition of my legs." 


Ash chuckles and that smirk widens before she takes an innocent 



expression, as if they all aren't currently planning something. "What 
about you Garrus? I figure you'd want to be there too." 

'Can you get your arm', is what she's really asking and, knowing his 
time is short on the Berlin anyways with the approaching discharge 
out of intensive care for the last turian patient aboard, nods an 
affirmative . 

"There's no place I'd rather be. Doctor Tarin doesn't need me," 
_anymore_, he adds in his mind, "for the time being." 

Knowing the doctor knows of his plan, of his desire to get off this 
ship as fast as possible, Garrus isn't sure why will happen when he 
goes to ask for his arm. Certainly the man who he feels he has some 
sort of professional report with wouldn't make his life harder by 
insisting he stay until the final transfer over of the patient when 
all they are waiting for is the arrival of the turian 
transport . 

"Good to know, " the human Spectre says as she stands straight and 
reaches in her armor for a small, metal flask. "Well, Skipper, what 
do you say to something to lighten the mood?" 

Garrus chuckles at his wife's huge grin as she holds a hand out for 
it, uncapping and taking a drink, a face twisting her features at the 
taste and burn. "Jesus fuck, that's bad." 

"You mean you don't remember Williams' tradition?" Ashley smirks as 
she motions to him to drink. 

"Right. One round of the cheapest shit before actually being able to 
celebrate, " Jane says as the other woman motions for Garrus to take a 
drink as well. 

He remembers this tradition, remembers falling victim to it too with 
the rest of the Normandy crew at Flux after Sovereign's attack on the 
Citadel. Ashley had bought some human whiskey that was like drinking 
gun oil laced with Ryncol and, tipping the flask now, he concludes 
that it doesn't taste all that much better with time, perhaps 
worse . 

Coughing, he can admit that something is better than nothing to 
actually mark their victory and Jane much feel much the same as she 
holds out a hand for more after he downs a second drink of the 
burning liquid. Leave it to possibly the worst alcohol humanity has 
ever created to bring a sense of finality concerning the war. 

They _did _it, truly did it. They defeated an enemy that was thought 
to be indestructible, odds claimed to be insurmountable. Only now, 
sharing a drink of some vile tasting alcohol with his mate, does he 
really feel like a soldier realizing that the war is _won_, that the 
Reapers are gone. 

"Damn, Ash," his mate says with a slight chuckle. "Not the shit-faced 
drunk that the end of a war like that deserves, but it definitely 
marks us as the fucking victors." 

The woman chuckles and takes the empty flask, the liquor not enough 
to get past a slight warm in their bellies. Still, it's, as Jane 
says, the thought and concept that gives him that celebratory 



feeling . 


"Glad to have been of service. Even if it was sneaking in some 
liquor." Pocketing the flask, she smiles. "Good to see you both made 
it out of that hell." 

His wife nods and sighs, frowning slightly. "Any word from any of the 
others ? " 

"I can offer details on those in the Alliance." 

"I'll take whatever news I can get." 

"Lieutenant Commander James Vega," she chuckles at their surprise. 
"Yeah, big shock to me too. From what I hear, he got a bad injury 
helping pull his men out of mortar fire, but you'd never be able to 
tell. He's already preparing for N-Training, so I think he's worked 
up because it messed with his tats." 

Garrus chuckles at her playful grin, feeling Jane nudge him and say, 
"Guess you can't take the name 'Scars' anymore." 

He snorts and smirks down at her. "He was just jealous because I was 
getting all the attention." 

She barks a laugh and leans her head on his shoulder as he sits 
beside her. Ashley, once a woman who he overheard claiming not to be 
able to tell a difference between animal and alien, even smiles and 
takes a seat in the empty chair. 

"Yeah, he's up and already helping the Alliance until The Villa is 
reopened. I think the Alliance traded a few N ranks for his help 
rebuilding and stabilizing nearby areas. A face people recognize from 
the Normandy vids, you know? I guess that's the same for Kaidan, 
except I hear he's doing more work helping biotic soldiers, running 
amps or appealing to the Alliance for more biot ic-centric 
treatments." She shrugs and adds, "I think he's mostly working with 
those Grissom kids. 

"Steve is transporting supplies and men, mostly around London so he 
can stick close to the Normandy as it's being repaired. Joker has 
stuck around the Normandy too, but I'm sure you figured that 
already . " 

They nod as Jane frowns, taking his hand. "What of EDI? She was up 
there with me and she said she was putting herself at risk when we 
made the final move against the Reapers." 

"EDI?" Ash asks with a confused frown. "EDI is online, 

buta€ 1 something isn't right with her. I'm not a tech, but it's like 

she's only half there-" 

"Because her Reaper code has been fried, " his mate interrupts and he 
looks to her, rumbling in question. Her green eyes turn to him as she 
sighs and prepares to explain, for the first time, what had happened 
up on the Citadel. "The Catalyst was the Intelligence, an AI . The 
Crucible wasn't a weapon, but a communicat ions antenna. 

"I won't explain everything because I don't remember half of it, but 
EDI found a way to alter the coding of the Intelligence so that it 



self-destructed." She then frowns and runs a hand through her hair. 
"We didn't know if it would just wipe out the Reapers or anything 
that had Reaper codea€ 1 I guess we found out." Seeing her upset at 
the fact that, in essence, they have one more of their crew injured, 
possibly unrepairable, he leans over to her and rumbles comfortably. 
"Yeah. I know, Garrus . " She smiles weakly and nods. "We all knew the 
risks. Still fucking sucks." 

"I hear you. Skipper." 

"Back on the Citadel, Anderson was there, " Jane says as she looks to 
the Spectre. "What happened to him? Did he make it out?" 

Williams' frown tells them before she needs to speak. "He made it out 
of the Citadel, but it took some time to get him to a medical 
facility. With his wounds being as bad as they were, he wasn't able 
to fight off a serious infection." 

"Damn," all his mate says, shaking her head with a heavy sigh. Ashley 
seems to understand, simply nodding in agreement, and he looks 
between them, numb to the pain of loss of a soldier, but knowing the 
disappointment of someone falling before their time. Even as a turian 
raised on the idea that death is just natural for the life of a 
soldier, it is still disheartening to see those you know lost to 
war . 

Cutting through the silence, he rumbles and smiles warmly at his 
wife. "We'll raise a glass to him and all the others lost when we're 
out of here and can share a _really _drink." 

"Yeah, not that shit Williams brought, " she adds with a chuckle and 
teasing smirk at the other Spectre. 

Williams simply shrugs it off. "You weren't complaining when you both 
drank it like water." 

He later leaves his mate and Ashley to catch up and plan out their 
great escape once they are on the surface of Earth. Let Jane catch 
him up later or just lead him while he follows with complete, blind 
trust like they always have, he needs to see if he can get his arm 
or, failing outright asking for it, convince his doctor that his body 
is healed and ready for it. 

Doctor Tarin, when he eventually finds him in the halls, is just 
stepping out of their soldier's. Lieutenant Sirodan, room. Even if 
his impatience is slowly winning over him, he does legitimately want 
to get their soldier taken care of and safely transported off the 
ship. He can't fool himself into being so cold hearted that he 
wouldn't at least ensure someone else is returned to their family as 
he was . 

"Doctor, " he greets as he rumbles and gives a curt nod. "How is the 
Lieutenant ? " 

"The surgery to remove the burned and necrotic tissue was a success 
and he's healing better than I expected." The older man motions to 
follow as they walk down the hall and towards his office. 

"Any idea when you'll be able to wake him up?" 



"I plan to stop his sedatives once he is on the _Salubris." _Stepping 
into the office at the man's offered open door, Garrus turns just as 
the doctor steps in and says, "I suspect you're here for your arm." 
Garrus hums, like a child caught in a lie, and nods. "Well, I can't 
say I didn't expect it to happen. In fact, I was starting to wonder 
_when _you ' d come to me considering how well yours and your wife's 
implants have healed." 

Before Garrus can say anything, the doctor walks across the office to 
a glass faced cabinet and opens it to remove a large, elongated 
crate. He waves off any help as he carries it to the utilitarian desk 
and hefts it up. "I've had quite a few chances to look at this and, I 
must say, it is one of the best prosthetics I've ever seen. Although, 
I shouldn't have expected any different with how advanced the tech 
within your implant is." 

Without further explanation, the man snaps open the catches and 
pushes up the lid, revealing what lays inside. Garrus can't see it 
from his place, but when he approaches, Tarin steps aside to let him 
take a look at his new arm. 

Secured in a foam insert to cushion the travel, lies an arm that 
looks as an almost exact copy of his own. No doubt custom, it matched 
the dimensions of his own right arm, ensuring that one is not larger 
or in need of length adjustments. 

Its surface is smooth metal the color of dark gunmetal, seamless and 
almost completely void of under inner wiring or hardware save the 
build of the fingers, wrist, elbow and shoulder to create his joints 
that will move as fluidly as his natural arm. Along its surface are 
plates that blend smoothly over the other to create a pattern of faux 
plating, even down to the talons at the ends of the 
fingers . 

"Someone spared no expenses on this, " Doctor Tarin says as Garrus 
runs his fingers over the cool surface. "I have no doubt that your 
mate's legs are of the same, fine quality." 

"Can we put it on?" Garrus rumbles and looks at the man with a silent 
plea, his body practically trembling in excited anticipation. 

The older turian chuckles and nods, taking the arm from the crate. 
From the look, it seems like it would be a solid, metal weight he 
will have to get used to, but, when the doctor handles it, it seems 
as light as air. Garrus can't wait to get it on his body to feel it 
for himself. 

"Lean down so I can see your port." 

When Garrus does, he feels Tarin draw close and, like filled with a 
static charge, _knows_ when the arm is connected before he even hears 
the soft hiss of the machinery locking and clicking into place. 

He gasps as electricity shoots from his new fingers to the tips of 
his fringe and down to his toes. Leaning up, he looks down as his 
hand moves up like it belongs there, fingers flexing and light 
glistening off its surface. 

Unable to help the grin and growl of satisfaction, he balls his hand 
into a fist and swings a punch forward, feeling the actual sensation 



on the surface of his arm cutting through the air. That gets him 
interested in testing something else, so he lays his hand on his 
face, _feeling _the scars beneath his fingers. 

"Spirits," he says in shock as he trills. "I can feel 

it . " 

"Surprising, I know." Tarin actually smiles, the first time Garrus 
has seen anything but a somber sort of scowl on the man's face these 
three weeks, and offers a hand in 'may I?' When Garrus nods and 
offers his hand, he trills again when he feels the sensation of the 
man's touch as he examines the limb. "Even I didn't think you'd have 
so much sensation." 

"Will this help my wife learn to walk faster?" 

He nods and releases his hand, humming in thought. "I suspect her 
recovery will only depend on regaining strength after so long 
immobile if her legs turn out to be as responsive as your arm. Part 
of the problem of relearning to walk with prosthetics is the 
inability to sense the balance and correct without first learning how 
to compensate." 

However, that won't be a problem for his mate, Garrus realizes. If 
she can feel her legs as he can feel his arm, then it will only be a 
matter of regaining the muscle strength as it was for him when he 
first woke up. With a bit of a support for the first few days and her 
trademark stubbornness, he sees her walking just as fast as he had 
back at the Blue Suns base. 

"Doctor Tarin," Garrus says with a smile and friendly rumble. "I'm 
sure you know this is goodbye?" 

"I had suspected as much, yes." The man nods and turns his full 
attention to him. 

Rumbling in goodbye, Garrus offers his hand in a human gesture, one 
that the man takes willingly. "Thank you. Without your help, I 
wouldn't have been able to remain with my wife." 

"I assumed as much, but I am happy to see you actually took your 
position seriously. Without your help, I would not have been able to 
get half of the procedures we needed done through the Alliance's 
medical board." Crossing his arms behind his back, the man gives a 
curt nod in turian parting. "It is a shame that you must go, I could 
always use a soldier politician to strong arm their way 
through . " 

Garrus chuckles. "Afraid I'm not a very good politician, then. Now, 
if you'll excuse me, I'm pretty sure my wife is getting her new legs 
as we speak and I have a new arm of my own to show off." 


10. Chapter 9 


- Jane- 


She knows something's different about him the moment he walks in the 
door, in the way he holds his head and in the sound vibrating in his 
vocals. What she doesn't know, until she sees it that is, is the 



why . 


But, oh damn, when she sees it. 

"Holy hell, Garrus, " she says at the sight on his shoulder and 
bounces in the wheelchair, just back from rolling a stroll around the 
hallways with Ash at her side. She was perhaps a bit too eager to use 
Williams' status as a - appreciated - human Spectre on and Alliance 
ship. Still don't want to get into the sudden lack of importance I 
have now that the war is apparently won. 

He chuckles and comes to her, turning and kneeling down to let her 
run her hands over its smooth surface. The metal is sturdy under her 
fingers, slick and cool like the finest weapon, its surface gleaming 
in the overhead lights. Part of her is even starting to explore the 
options of what her limbs might look like once she gets her hands on 
them . 

"This is fucking sexy and shit." He snorts at that, but she doesn't 
care as she takes his hand in hers, looking at the intricate 
mechanisms of his hand and fingers. "I think I'm getting wet just 
thinking about how awesome mine will be." 

"Don't tempt me with that kind of talk," he says with a smile, 
standing to give her forehead a gentle kiss. "But that does bring up 
the question of where's yours." 

"Right? I've been hounding the damn nurses to bring it to me already, 
but I haven't heard anything." She sighs and holds out her arms to be 
picked up, wanting to take advantage of the feeling of being in his 
arms since they are, still, unable to have any sort of sex. The last 
thing we want to do is give the damn Alliance more ammunition against 
us . 

He picks her up easily now that he isn't working with one arm and 
that second arm proves to be strong, solid, and so comforting that 
it's almost like he never lost it to be replaced by one made of metal 
and wires. Even if 'Commander Shepard' wouldn't be caught dead being 
carried, Jane loves the thought, nuzzling against his purring throat 
as he walks to the bed and sits down with her still in his lap. 

He chuckles and flexes his new arm, giving her, too, a chance to keep 
looking over it. "I can't wait until you get yours. The sensors are 
incredible. Like this?" His hand, the slight chill of its metal 
sending delightful shivers down her spine, combs through her hair. "I 
can feel it just like I would on my right." 

"Damn. That is pretty fucking impressive." Running her fingertips 
from shoulder to tips of artificial talons, she chuckles. "And I 
think it makes you look even better than the day I met you." 

Garrus snorts and growls, taking her hand in his. "Should I be 
worried about you and the Geth? I hear they're completely made of 
metal . " 

Snorting for herself, she hums in feigned consideration. "They do 
have those sexy flashlight heads, but I guess I'll suffer with you," 
she adds with a smirk and kisses him. 

He opens for her, sliding his rough tongue out and against her own 



with a growl. Limber muscle wraps around flatter and much more clumsy 
one and she can't help the moan of want from his taste, from the 
feeling of him against her lips and tongue. Her own vocal 
appreciation must urge him own as he, too, moans and tangles his hand 
in her hair to cup her head, holding her to him as his other grinds 
her against his hard length buried within his pants. 

Fuck it. I don't want to be cautious anymore, let the Alliance know 
their poster girl has sex with a turiana€ 1 and loves it. Decision 
made, she breaks the kiss to tug at his clothes, clumsy with 
need . 

"Eh-hema€ 1 " Jane sighs in frustration and drops her head against her 
mate's chuckling chest. 

"Hello, doctor," he says as he rubs her back. "Here with Jane's 
prosthetics, I hope?" 

"I am," the young man, a resident most like, smiles and pulls in a 
small cart, a crate atop it. "The Alliance has cleared you for new 
legs. Commander." 

"Cleared?" She narrows her eyes in suspicion. "Since when do I have 
to be cleared to use my own damn legs." 

The tanned doctor frowns in confusion and looks at the crate. "I was 
told the Alliance has approved standard-" 

"We had nonstandard prosthetics before the Alliance kidnapped her, " 
Garrus says with a growl, gently setting her on the bed to stand. 
"They have no right to deny her limbs we got outside of the military, 
limbs we already have had the damn surgeries for!" 

The doctor throws his hands up in silent plea to the massive turian 
and steps back. "Please, sir. I was only given the orders to bring 
these to Commander Shepard and help get her accustomed." 

Her mate snarls and storms to the box, throwing it open as she 
crosses her arms. "DoctoraC 1 " 

"Jain. Doctor Jain." 

"Doctor Jain, " she tries, forcing her rage to settle as she sees 
Garrus pull out two very standard prosthetics. "My legs don't belong 
to the Alliance and, though you might not have anything to do with 
it, I better see someone who can explain this glorious fuck 


"And I suggest you do it fast." Her husband stomps to the man and 
shoves the plastic, rigid limbs that come mass produced for 
organizations like the Alliance to provide large amounts for multiple 
soldiers . 

Jain panics and holds the legs to chest as he rushes from the room in 
search of someone with the Brass. It has to be the higher ups trying 
to screw her over, control her even now, and she is just as ready to 
hit something as her mate is. She wonders how many more incidents of 
assault they commit against the high ranking officials of major 
governments before their 'Saviors of the Galaxy' tokens run 
out . 



Just when she thinks her mate is about to test his new arm out by 
punching a hole through the wall in rage, the door reopens to admit 

an officer in his dress blues. "Commander Shepard, Praetor Vakarian. 

I hear you are unhappy with your doctor's decision of your 
care . " 

"Cut the shit," she looks at the suit. "Captain. I want to know where 
my real prosthetics are and why the hell you people thought I'd 
suddenly say, 'you know what? I really do like being screwed into 

some piece of shit legs when I had better ones.' Can't you people 

just leave me the fuck alone?" 

Perhaps she's a bit too desperate for her freedom, to finally be left 
the fuck alone to live whatever is left of her life. Maybe, just 
maybe, these days of finding Alliance obstacles at every step are 
finally starting to get to her. Whatever it is, her mate sees it, 
must be able to tell her desperation, and it makes him all the more 
irritable, his vocals growling as he grows tense as a coil ready to 
be sprung. 

"I assure you. Commander, we don't plan to keep your prosthetics 
indefinitely, only until we deem it-" 

Whatever excuse the Captain may be ready to give is completely cut 
off by the loud crack of plated fist hitting jaw. The man is knocked 
right off his feet and to the ground, Garrus growling over him as he 
prepares for the next hit. Whatever that may be, Jane knows it can't 
happen and is about to move to stop him just as the Captain pulls a 
weapon, aiming at the unarmed and unarmored turian. 

"Don't make another move, turian!" The man spits out blood from his 
bleeding mouth and gets shakily to his feet. "I don't care who you 
are, but you have no right!" 

Doors fly open in a flurry of nurses and Alliance soldiers coming to 
tend to the screaming Captain and Jane has a horrible moment of this 
being it for them, that her mate's anger will have finally been there 
doom. She's so close to throwing her unused biotics into the mix when 
a form they know shoves through the throng. 

"Everyone, calm down!" Ashley steps between the Captain and Garrus, 
looking to the older man with a smile. "Captain Eriks, I assure you 
that this is all a misunderstanding." 

"Misunderstanding? This plated beast must have broken my jaw, " the 
man says with a barely there scowl, the obvious expression of 
distaste painful with his injury. "I'll have him thrown in the 
brink . " 

"I understand. However, because he is a turian, and a Spectre, I'm 
afraid that it's not as simple as taking him into custody." Williams 
crosses her arms in a parade rest and lifts her chin. "I will be 
transporting Commander Shepard to Earth and I will take Praetor 
Vakarian with me. There will be Council repercussions, I assure 
you . " 

"Tell them to give me my fucking legs. Spectre. Obviously my own 
status doesn't get me shit." 



Ash doesn't look to her, but gives her a simple nod, either in 
understanding or just to acknowledge she's heard. Whichever it is, 
Jane has her only hope in her friend at getting her legsa€ 1 and her 
husband out of serious trouble. Going to have to talk to him about 
pissing off the Brass, even if he just did what I was 
thinking . 

"Doctor?" Ashley looks to the same doctor that had come to them 
before. "I'd like you to retrieve Commander Shepard's proper 
prosthetics under Spectre order." Turning her attention to the 
Captain that clearly isn't approving of the order, she adds, "The 
Council has matters they would like Commander Shepard to attend to 
and it would be smarter to have her at her best." 

Captain Eriks stews on it for a moment, eyes narrowed in irritation 
he can't show in his swelling jaw, before huffing in annoyance. 

"Fine. Get the Praetor off my ship and you can explain to the Admiral 
why my orders to extend the Commander's recovery has been 
overridden . " 

"Understood, sir." She salutes and, reluctantly, the Captain salutes 
back before being ushered out by the head doctor of the deck and her 
nurses. When they are entirely alone. Ash turns to them and gives 
them a stern look, simply asking, "Seriously?" 

Jane merely shrugs as Garrus growls, explaining, "They refused to 
give me my legs and gave me some shit of how I wasn't ready yet. Even 
I can see they are only doing this to keep me around longer, make 
sure they can watch my recovery until I'm ready to go off on some 
mission bullshit." 

"And you'd be right." Williams sighs and walks to the chair in the 
room to sit. "They were holding your limbs, willing to let you keep 
them on the ship until you are done with your physical therapy, but 
insisting you use the standard issues while off the 
ship . " 

"Typical, " her mate says with a growl, pacing the room to run off his 
energy. "Leave it to the Alliance to try and hold your legs 
hostage . " 

"I shouldn't have expected otherwise after they practically kidnapped 
us from the Blue Suns." 

"You were with the Suns? Holy hell." 

She shakes her head and chuckles as she leans back on her hands, 
looking to the other woman. "Not what you think. Remember Arcanus? 
He's the Blue Suns leader and he owed us a favor, so he was helping 
us hide up until someone sold us out." 

Garrus nods with a low growl, rolling his new wrist as if to get used 
to the new feel. "That's the first thing on my list when we get out 
of the eyes of the damn Alliance." 

"A fight with the Suns? I thought you were in tight with this 
guy? " 

Jane shakes her head at the woman's confusion, explaining, "They 
fucked up by turning us in when we were supposed to have a safe 



haven. Arcanus doesn't protect fuck ups." 

"I expect him to find a way of revealing them without actually coming 
out and saying it," Garrus says as the door opens. "We can plan this 
later . " 

"Uh. Commander Shepard?" 

"Doctor Jain," she greets with a nod as the man hesitantly enters. 
"Don't worry, he's under control." 

Garrus snorts at that as he comes to the opposite side of the bed, 
sitting on the bed behind her to lay a hand on her shoulder. "I will 
keep my hands to myself, honest." 

The man still seems worried for his safety, but he remains quiet of 
his worries as he steps into the room, a much nicer crate in tow. He 
carries it on the cart to the bed and stops, taking a deep breath 
before he lifts the lid. A sense of tense expectation fills the room 
as they all lean forward. Doctor Jain too, to glance in. 

Laying in a cushion of foam padding, side by side, are two of the 
most sleek, sexy legs she's ever seen. Hell, even if they're modeled 
to fit her physique, they look better than her old legs, so smooth 
and flawless with their silvery surface. 

The closest she can think of to describe these new legs is that they 
look like EDI's. That brings up sad thoughts of wherever the AI may 
be and whatever her condition and Jane thanks the AI even now for 
what she did to save, well, everyone. 

Yet, putting aside her regret of the loss of a friend, Jane notices 
differences too. Her legs aren't as long as EDI's was, probably due 
to her overall height, and, when her eyes trail to her feet, there 
are even more differences. Instead of the basic, rounded shape 
similar to a shoe of a sort, her new feet are just that, feet. 

Instead of built for looks as the AI ' s platform was, Jane's feet look 
like a bare foot, with individual toes even that look like that 
actually move. 

Unable to wait any longer, she grins at the doctor and lays her hand 
on the smooth, cool metal of her soon to be left leg. "What do you 
say we put these puppies on?" 

Garrus hums happily and Ash grins as the doctor smiles and nods, his 
nerves melting away as he falls into something he knows. Stepping 
closer, he gently takes the right leg up and motions her to come to 
the edge of the bed. "I've read up everything I can on this and the 
design is meant to be quite simply to connect and disconnect. Better 
maintenance, I suppose." 

"We'll need it if the Alliance has their way," her mate says at her 
back as he keeps a hand on her back and she scoots to the edge of the 
bed . 

"I'll be sure to give you the manual then," Jain says with a slight 
chuckle, his voice still stiff from the earlier show. "Ready?" 

When Jane nods - a bit impatiently, she'll admit - he comes and 
crouches down to get a look at her implanted port, taking a moment to 



look between leg and outlet before lining up and pressing in. 


The connection between leg and body is the oddest sort of feeling 
she's had and will probably ever have in her life. It isn't painful 
beyond the slight tingling that a limb would do after regaining 
circulation, the pins and needles sensation flowing from her new toes 
to her thigh, but what really widens her eyes in shock is the feeling 
she immediately realizes. 

She can actually feel the doctor's hands checking the seal, his 
fingers are smooth and not at all calloused like the soldiers or ship 
workers she's spent so much of her past years with. When Garrus had 
told her of his own feeling, she heard him and listened, but never 
understood exactly what he meant until now, until this very moment of 
looking down at her new foot and watching the toes move by her 
command . 

"Holy shita€ 1 Holy fuck." 

Williams is stunned into silence, staring in awed surprise at the 
limb as the doctor seems to share her look, if not a bit subdued by 
having some heads up of the capabilities of the equipment. Garrus is 
overjoyed by his chirping and purrs, leaning forward to nuzzle her 
cheek and she gladly reciprocates , grinning like a madwoman. 

"I, uha€ 1 Let's do the other one?" 

"Yes!" She kicks her stump, soon to be a stump no longer, and grips 
the bed in excitement. Has she ever really been so excited before 
now, before being able to regain her sense of independence and 
mobility? Sure, she's had excitement before, but now she just feels 
like a child, a young girl getting her firsta€l Hell, she doesn't 
know, she just knows the feeling. 

Doctor Jain smiles at her excitement as he fetches the other leg, 
bringing it to her and placing it into the outlet just as he had the 
first. The same sensation overcomes her as the nerves connect to 
synthetic writing and mechanisms and she gasps when all five toes 
curl, her ankles roll, and knees bend, all under her command and 
control . 

Her mate is right there, smiling at her over her shoulder when she 
looks to him, and damn if she doesn't truly feel out of hell once and 
for all. She has her mate, her children - even if they are out of 
reach right this moment, they are safe - and now her sense of 
freedom, of usefulness. 


1 1 . Chapter 1 0 
-Garrus- 

Finally, _finally, _they are free of the SSV Berlin, flying on a 
shuttle headed for London. With limbs installed and a Spectre on 
their side that will, hopefully, 'lose' them in the crowds, they have 
only one more thing to do before they can truly run from the 
spotlight and responsibility everyone seems to want to put on the 
shoulders of two beaten and tired soldiers, their family. 

_One step at a time, _he has to remind himself as they ride the 



nearly too cramped shuttle. _First, we escape, **then ** we find 

my father, Sol, and, most important, our children. _ 

"So tell me about this ceremony, " Jane begins as she shifts and 
scratches her right shoulder, the dress blues loaned to her obviously 
itching and uncomfortable on her healed burns. "It sounds like we're 
just doing this for the Alliance to wave its dick around. There isn't 
even a ship to unveil." 

"The Alliance is unveiling the plans for the SSV Exultance as a sign 
of our victory in the war," Ash explains. 

"And why London?" He asks as he pays careful attention not to stretch 
the fabric of his too small civvies and rip it. "The city was nearly 
leveled by the war. It doesn't seem like the place to have a ceremony 
to reveal the next Alliance stealth frigate." 

Ashley smiles, a sense of pride shining in her eyes. "London is where 
the war we won." 

"We? As in the _galaxy_, or the Alliance?" He hums in suspicion at 
her choice of words and raises a brow. 

"The galaxy, of course," Williams says with a shrug. "But it was 
still on human soil, by an army _led_ by humans." 

"It was still an army made up of every species. It was on Earth soil 
because that was the highest concentrat ion of Reaper forces, because 
they moved the Citadel to protect it from the fleets bringing in the 
Crucible . " 

"Hey," Jane snaps at them, crossing her arms. "It was the combined 
forces of all the species. True, it was the Normandy working for 
humanity that pulled them together and Hackett that led, but it was 
_not _a victory humanity earned alone. Garrus is right in his 
suspicions, this ceremony seems like the Alliance is just trying to 
shove a false supremacy in everyone else's face, but, then again, 
which species isn't going the same route? The public want to see 
confidence and, even if they're going about it wrong, the governments 
_should _be pretending like they didn't take a big hit from the war 
or we wouldn't have a sense of order in our rebuilding efforts." 

He nods and rumbles apologetically at causing a scene while Ash 
frowns. "Sorry, Skipper." 

"Don't apologize. Just tell me about the _other _reason we're 
here . " 

The other Spectre looks to the closed cockpit door, the pilot having 
closed it immediately upon their boarding. Probably to avoid any 
fallout from the rumored 'Commander Shepard's angry turian mate' 
should something not go as planned - or _as _the Alliance planned, as 
the case may be. 

"Well, James and Cortez were in the area, " Williams says with a 
telling smirk. "They couldn't miss out on seeing their favorite 
Commander, after all." 


"Do they know about our grand exit?" 



"Last I heard, Cortez is ready with a transport shuttle and James has 
some clothes to help you both blend in. For all anyone will know, you 
are both refugees being taken to the workers ' camp after the 
ceremony. Have you talked to your family?" 

Garrus shakes his head. "Too risky. We could have been overheard on 
the Berlin." He grins with a chuckle. "Now it's just that we should 
surprise them." 

Jane chuckles and nods, looking to him with a smirk. "Scaring the 
crap out of your brother and sister sounds fun, actually." 

"Any idea what you'll do after?" Ashley asks as she leans back 
against the too comfy seats of the transport, an Officer's shuttle, 
no doubt. "The Normandy is grounded for the time being, I've 
heard . " 

"One day at a time. Ash." His mate stretches, then pulls in her legs, 
still fascinated with the capabilities of them. "I don't think we'll 
stay hidden for very long. All we're really hoping for is some time 
alone with our family." 

"Yeah. You're probably right." The dark haired woman frowns. "It's 
only a matter of time before they will start looking now that 
everyone will now know you're up and about." 

"I suspect it'll be the Council come looking for us first," Garrus 
says with a low, annoyed growl. "We are still considered 
Spectres . " 

His wife sighs and nods. "Just try to keep them off our backs for a 
short time. Ash. We will come out of hiding as soon as we have some 
time for ourselves. I don't really want to fight," she adds with a 
frown. "But I doubt that that will mean shit to anyone." 

He growls at that and fists his hands on his thighs as he looks out 
the viewport. Why can't they be given the peace they fought so hard 
for? Why, when so many can no live free and burdenless, does he and 
his mate have to continue to fight, the only change their opposing 
foe? 

Jane, always the one to read him, lays her hand on his and he relaxes 
enough to take it. He shouldn't be too surprised to find they won't 
find the serenity they expected. Their names are just too big now, 
too valuable to be let go, and there will always be something big and 
bad on the horizon. 

It's dark, gray, and wet when they arrive in London, but Garrus 
doesn't know this city as anything else. The entire time at the Blue 
Suns camp, he only saw the sun a mere two days, the nights and days 
filled with ashen clouds or dirt stained rains. It left a near 
constant chill in the air that he knows he won't miss once they find 
their way off this planet and on to the next, wherever that may 
be . 

They closer they get to their destination and lower they get to the 
ground, the more the massive amount of people who have come to this 
ceremony becomes apparent. There is a giant stage set up and, around 
it, people stand shoulder to shoulder for a view at what may lay 
behind the large curtains. 



It looks like the perfect place to 'get lost'. 

Williams is the first to stand and head to the door of the shuttle, 
looking back to them with a deep breath. "You ready for this?" 

"How you plan on getting us into the crowd?" Jane asks as she gets to 
her feet, still a bit unsteady and in need of some support for her 
weight in order to get used to the new feeling of walking after 
almost five months of no usage of her legs, old or new. 

"Well, " Ash starts as Garrus stands to offer his arm for his wife to 
hold onto as a balance. "I can't get you out of having to make an 
appearance for the crowd, unfortunately, but there may be a way to 
get you off the stage." She looks to them as the doors open. "They 
still think you have the standard prosthetics, so I suspect we can 
use those to our benefit." 

"Just say they hurt, huh? Sounds like a plan." Jane chuckles. "I was 
thinking of saying I have to pee, but that's better." 

"There's one minor problem I see." 

"What's that?" 

"Me," Garrus supplies with a hum, looking to his mate as he explains. 
"I'm a turian at an Alliance unveiling. I won't be allowed on stage. 
I'll have to be in the crowd, if Ash is the one helping you walk, it 
wouldn't make sense that you suddenly disappear in the crowd." 

"But maybe we can use that to help us, " Ashley says as she hops down 
and offers an elbow to step down, Garrus holding his mate as she 
takes the aid. "If I'm on stage with you and help you down, then 
Garrus can wait offstage for you. Everyone knows you're mates, so 
what if we make them believe you are perfectly fine offstage? That 
there isn't any reason to suspect anything besides a man waiting for 
his wife?" 

Jane chuckles and nods. "We might be able to pull it off in the 
excitement of the unveiling and it wouldn't make you look 
incompetent, which is a bonus for you. Think of it as a repayment for 
helping us out." 

"Gee, thanks. Skipper, " Ash deadpans as they start to walk from the 
shuttle pad towards the steps that lead down into the crowd, a hand 
holding the strap of a bag over his shoulder. "There's James up 
ahead . " 

Following her pointed finger, Garrus chuckles at the large man 
grinning and waving a hand to get their attention just at the 
perimeter of the crowd. "Hey, Lola! Scars!" 

"Ah, Vega. It's been a long time," Jane says with a chuckle. "And he 
doesn't look like he's changed a bit beyond the haircut and 
uniform . " 

Helping Jane slowly down the steps, they arrive just as James pushes 
through the sparse crowd milling about the bottom of the shuttle 
entrance. He wraps Jane up in a huge hug, picking her up off the 
ground before setting her down. 



"Damn, Lola. It's good to see you," he says with a grin before 
looking to Garrus . "Scars, my man!" 

Before he can react, Garrus, too, is wrapped in a tight hug, arms and 
all. Vega, at least, doesn't try to lift him before releasing, but it 
is an odd sort of hug Garrus hasn't felt before. He'd also be quite 
happy not having another constricting embrace like that for a 
while . 

"James," Jane greets with a matching grin, chuckling. "It's good to 
see you up and active. I hear you're bound for the villa 
soon . " 

"Damn right. You can bet I'll be on the first shuttle once they 
reopen ICT back up." He looks to Garrus and crosses his arms. "I got 
myself some scars, might be better than yours." 

He snorts and lifts a brow plate. "Jealous because I was getting all 
the ladies?" 

James hums and nods once before relaxing, looking the two over. "I 
hear you guys took a beating heading to the beam and back, but you 
look pretty damn good considering. Hell, you two should be out there 
kicking some ass!" 

"Yeah, we'd like a bit of a break for at least _some _time, " Jane 
says with a chuckle as Ashley starts to check in with the Alliance 
men at the shuttle station. "Us old bastards don't bounce back as 
easily as you, Mr Vega." Garrus snorts at that. 

"Yeah, I get you." Vega's eyes widen with sudden realization as he 
snaps his fingers. "Right!" He rolls the pack off his back and opens 
it, some sort of fabric inside. "These are your 
disguises . " 

"Disguises?" Garrus rumbles curiously and reaches in, pulling out a 
large, fully jacket with a hood for a human and a hooded jacket for a 
turian, large so it should fit decently. "Are these for slipping into 
the crowd?" 

James nods with a smile and motions the crowd, many of the citizens 
in the crowd wearing similar to keep the drizzle that is bound to 
turn to rain from their heads. "Got you covered. We're going to get 
you out of here and to your little nines." He stuffs the clothes back 
in the bag and shoulders it. "Speaking of, how are they? Have you 
seen them?" 

Jane nods and smiles warmly, matching Garrus' own proud and loving 
purr. "We have," she says as they follow Williams' motion to move 
with her through the crowd. "They're with Garrus' family in a small 
refugee work camp outside of the city." 

"Yeah," he says with a nod. "I know of it. It's a good place, nice 
considering." He chuckles and smacks Garrus' back warmly. "I guess 
that's why Esteban is hanging around the public transports." As they 
draw close to the transports, Vega stops and looks to them. "I'll 
come find you when I see you making your exit, Lola." 

"Sounds good. Shouldn't be too hard to find the tall ass turian in 



the crowd, " his mate says with a chuckle as they turn and continue 
on . 

As they had suspected, he is stopped at the base of the stage. 
Alliance guard telling him that he can stay to wait for his mate, but 
that he cannot be allowed further. It's alright to him, as 
cooperation pulls away their attention back to the crowd, and it 
gives him the chance to look around for their way out. 

From the way the guards are set up, there is a large space between 
each pair, large enough so that, if they're quiet and moving at the 
perfect opportunity when the Alliance soldiers are distracted, they 
can sneak into the crowd. Opening the Omni-Tool that is built into 
his arm, he tries to remember the channel to Vega and types out a 
message . 

'Jimmy Vega, Male Stripper Extraordinaire.' 

'_Scars? Is that you, you pendejo?'_ 

He chuckles at that and thanks his memory for numbers and 
frequencies, replying. 'The one and only. I'm going to need a 
distraction when I get Jane. There are guards watching the crowd and, 
if one is distracted, I can get her out. ' 

'_Sure thing. Just give me the heads up and I'm on it._' 

Closing his Tool, Garrus looks around just as he hears Admiral 
Hackett begin to address the crowd. He doesn't pay too much mind to 
it, merely catching snippets of the speech that sounds at least less 
human-centric than he has assumed it would be. 

"This vessel marks the end of turmoil and the beginning of a new age, 

an age of species cooperation and peace," the Admiral says. "While it 

may be an Alliance vessel, it will retain the traditions of its 

sister vessel, the Normandy-" the crowd's uproar cuts him off from 

what he may be saying and Garrus assumes that's where Jane is 
shining, as a more recognizable symbol for the Normandy and Alliance 
than the actual namesakes. 

He still doesn't like how they parade her name, _her_, around like an 
object. She is his mate, his love, and instead of letting her have 
her peace, her life, they are treating her more like a lifeless idol 
than they did before the war. Before she was a tool to gain the 
Alliance and humanity recognition and favor, but now she is used to 
flaunt a victory - not the Normandy, Jane Vakarian, his love and 
lif e . 

"Garrus, " Jane whispers from behind him and he spins to see her and 
Ash coming down the steps . 

He rushes to help her, glancing at the guards behind them to make 
sure they aren't being watched already. "You okay?" 

"Yeah, just a little tired." 

"We're almost out, I promise." 


Ashley smiles and looks them over from the steps above. "Don't forget 
that you guys owe me a real celebratory drink." 



"As long as it isn't that shitty whiskey again. Ash," Jane retorts 
with a smirk and offers her free hand. "See you then." 

The Spectre takes the hand and shakes it, then giving Garrus a nod in 
goodbye. "I won't say take care because I know you will, Garrus." 

He chuckles as he pulls Jane to lean on his side to give him freedom 
to contact James, getting this plan rolling. "See you. Ash." 

They watch the woman give them a final wave of goodbye before heading 
back to the stage. It's as he starts to help Jane to the line of the 
crowd that they see James approach, heading to their closest 
obstacle . 

"Hey! Hey, you're Andy, right?" He yells, grinning and opening his 
arms wide. "Holy shit, how are you man?!" 

"Sir, I think you have me confused-" 

"Nah, I know you. It's Jimmy!" Garrus ducks his head to try and look 
shorter as he chuckles softly, hearing Jane do the same. As they slip 
into the crowd, they hear James closing up. "Damn, really? I could've 
sworn - Hey, I'm sorry, my man. We cool?" 

"Yes, sir. No harm done. You have a nice day." 

Not making it too far into the crowd, Vega easily catches up with 
them and removes the jackets from the bag just as the rain starts to 
fall heavier, fat rain drops soaking into their clothes. The man 
offers to take Jane, giving Garrus the chance to pull his on first, 
zip it up and pull the hood over his head, before they stop and help 
her dress. 

Both in their disguises, Garrus is happy to see that Jane blends in 
perfectly, the too big jacket turning her into a shapeless form as he 
helps her through the crowd, knees bent and back hunched to look 
shorter. Following James isn't too difficult as he must have made 
sure to get himself a jacket with a bright over the hood and shoulder 
for this very reason. 

Like three refugees in the crowd of all different species all curious 
to see what new advancement the Alliance and revealed, they make 
their way to the public transport pad. Waiting by a beaten up looking 
shuttle is a face they recognize, Cortez pulling out his own jacket 
from the cockpit just as they start to climb up the ramp. 

"Esteban!" James throws open his arms, motioning the shuttle. "Is 
this piece of crap anything to take Lola and Scars in?" 

"Shepard and Garrus?" The other man smiles widen and comes to them, 
hugging Jane warmly before offering a hand to Garrus. "I'm so happy 
to see you both. We were all so worried about you, but I'm happy to 
see you're okay. I just knew those KIA rumors weren't true." 

"You know us, we just don't die," Jane says with a chuckle and shrug. 
"Like fucking roaches." 


He chuckles and motions the shuttle. "Your ride awaits. It doesn't 
look like much, but this baby will get us to the work camp before 



they will even notice you're gone. 


12 . Chapter 1 1 


- Jane- 


The workers' camp is so neat and tidily organized that it gives Jane 
the feeling that, perhaps, the near compulsive organization habits 
her husband has, even now, must be a turian thing, not just a Garrus 
thing. The setup of the camp is familiar, but not exactly like many 
of the Alliance organized camps that tend to be set up in an orderly 
grid of small prefabs to all face on direction. In this turian 
design, there are smaller groups of homes all lined up before 
another, a higher up it seems, that all make up a larger whole. 

She isn't all that surprised to see that, even here, there is order 
and hierarchy. Even a proclaimed 'bad turian' like her mate has some 
urgent need for things to have order and purpose. For some strange 
reason, the sense of control this camp seems to have over - even if 
such a small matter - things is calming, gives her the sense of peace 
that she didn't feel on the Berlin. 

For what it's worth, even the shitty - when compared to their old 
transports - shuttle Cortez is taking them over the camp in is a 
break from the pain of the past month of Alliance bullshit she was 
having to put up with. Everyone can take away the fancy ship, special 
treatment, and high risk-low reward missions, she would gladly take 
up this life right here so long as she has her family. 

"Steve, " she says as she looks out the small viewport alongside her 
mate, watching the camp come back around as they circle and drop down 
towards the shuttle pad. "How often does the Alliance come to this 
camp? " 

"Not very often, " the pilot answers as his hands work over the 
commands. "The population here is mostly turian, so they tend to help 
organize and keep manners under control. There are the occasional 
deliveries of more refugees, prefabs, or supplies on top of the daily 
transport shuttles to and from the city, but those shuttle pilots are 
usually contractors . " 

"Sounds like the Alliance doesn't really have much influence here." 
Garrus rumbles and looks to her as the shuttle begins to slow. "We 
might just be able to hide here, after all." 

"At least for a short while, " she agrees with a nod. "Or until 
someone fucks it up for us." 

Cortez chuckles as the shuttle bucks a bit before setting down, where 
he then turns to face them. "Hey, when that happens, let us know. 
We're always around to bust you guys out." 

They both chuckle as she nods, Garrus helping her tired self up to 
her feet. "We'll remember that. Let the others know our comm channels 
to get in touch." 

"I'm sure they'd rather see you," he prods, but nods as stands ups 
and opens the shuttle hatch, hopping down. 



Once the three are out, the rain still coming down hard, Steve looks 
to them and holds out his arms. She's not one for too many hugs, but 
she guesses there can be one for each person at least and steps 
forward . 

Cortez's hug is quick and to the point, so tight squeezes of Vega or 
lingering from a lover. Just a simple pat on the back before parting 
and the man taking Garrus ' hand in a shake. 

"You guys take good care down here. I'll try not to stop by and ruin 
your cover." He chuckles. "We gotta share a drink one day, 
though . " 

"Count on it," her mate agrees with her nod in understanding. "Until 
then, Cortez . " 

Walking slowly into the camp, they look for the closest thing to a 
superior. Even here, in a place that is meant as a home, they expect 
there to be at least one person to keep things tidy and clean. This 
is, after all, a camp that looks strictly turian run and, if there's 
one thing she knows about turians, it's that they love to make sure 
things keep to a traditional set of standards. 

When they dive deeper into the camps, heads down, Garrus stops her 
with a soft hand on hers in his arm and rumbles. "I see someone up 
ahead in uniform, " he says as he jerks his head towards what looks 
like a turian soldier, his uniform dirty and grimy from work, but 
without any sense of need to be anywhere but walking the path between 
the prefabs. "I'm going to go ahead and try to get info." 

"Keep your head down. Those scars are easily recognizable." 

"Maybe, but not as easy to place as your image." Looking around, he 
motions her to sit on the steps of a prefab to get some damn rest she 
shouldn't need. _When the hell am I going to be able to walk on these 
damn legs without help?_ 

She knows that perhaps she shouldn't be expecting to run sprints on 
new legs after five months of bed rest, but she just _despises _the 
fact that she's so damn slow while everyone just walks on by, no need 
for the help of their turian husband to get around. Not really 
something she should be complaining about right now, but she thinks 
she's allowed at least one time of acting like a petty child. 

With a sigh, she takes the seat and watches with a sideways glance as 

he walks to the soldier and begins to speak. Watching him proves to 
be more entertaining than she had thought, the way he pays close 
attention to keep his height down and his head shadowed by the hood 
being pummeled by the rain making her almost believe he was a refugee 
like all the others. Had she not known him, she'd think he just a man 
trying to get out of the rain and cold. 

He has success, she sees, when the soldier nods and points in a 
direction further up ahead and slightly off to the left. His mouth 
and mandibles move as he obviously has to shout over the heavy thumps 
of rain on their heads and loud patter against the metal roofs, but 

it must be heard as Garrus nods and turns to leave. Coming to her, 

she hears his rumbling chuckle as he helps her up. 

"What's so funny?" 



"He not speaking Palaveni worked to my advantage, " he explains as he 
helps her walk, she only imagining how she must look walking on the 
arm of a turian as if a haggard, exhausted old woman. "He barely 
understood a word, but 'Vakarian' got through. They live further up 
and to the north by two rows." 

She nods and smiles under her own hood. "I don't know about you, but 
this is the _last _time I'm separated by the kids. Anymore and we'll 
miss their first birthday." 

Garrus hums and nods. "I don't know what the importance in their 
first year is, but I don't want to miss another day we aren't with 
them. They are already eight months old and we've only been with them 
less than half that with the war and aftermath." 

Her hand in his clenches in anger. "Damn Alliance." He rumbles in 
agreement, a sound she barely hears over the rain, and nods. 

Talking takes up more of her energy than walking alone, and she 
really wants to move out of the rain and to family, so their decision 
is already made before they silently agree to a comfortable silence 
occasionally broken by the soft directions of her mate as he both 
leads and helps her traverse the slick mud. Just as her thighs begin 
to give her problems again, he stops and tilts his head up just 
enough to see clearly. 

"Echo seventeen, " he says as she follows his eyes to see an E-17 
emblazoned on the front of a metal, paint covered to make it look 
homelier, prefab. "This should be them." 

"Want to have the honors?" 

He nods and reaches out, banging his fist hard on the door in a three 
beat knock. At first, there is no sound and she frowns in 
disappointment at having the obviously wrong home - or that they 
aren't here, which is more concerning - but then they hear something. 
Could it be? 

_Yes,_ it's the cry of infants. 

Sure, it _could _be another family's children, but something deep 
down just_ knows_ that's not the truth. Grinning from ear to ear, her 
hand tightens in his and she feels his own squeeze back as his 
shoulders shift in what she believes is a deep, anticipating 
breath . 

Suddenly, they hear a voice from within. "Yes, dad. I got it." The 
door opens to a very familiar female turian as she continues to look 
over her shoulder as she says, "Just try to soothe Cass-" 

She stops as she turns to them and trills with a jump. It takes a 
moment of wide eyed staring before she trills even louder and 
_squeals_. "Garrus! Jane!" She practically screams as she throws 
herself out into the rain and grabs them each, practically slamming 
her mandible to Jane's cheek before her own brother's in familial 
greeting. "How - You know what? I don't care! You're here!" 

Garrus chuckles and smiles, nodding. "Care to let us in? It's awfully 
cold and wet out here." 



Solana gasps and nods, grabbing their wrists and nearly yanking Jane 
off her feet as she drags them into the prefab, almost too small for 
the four of them plus two infants. "Dad! Dad! Come look who's 
here ! " 

"Sol, " her father admonishes quietly as he comes out, chirping and 
rocking a wailing Cassia. "Please, my ears can't take _you 
_screaming, " his eyes widen as he sees them, dropping the little toy 
book on the floor in shock as he whispers, "too." 

"Hey, dad," Garrus says with a warm chuckle. "Need help?" 

"Spirits, _yes_. " 

In that instant of hearing her father's voice, little Cassia stops 
sobbing and looks to the newcomers. Jane almost laughs at the process 
of confusion, recognition, and elation that passes over the little 
one's face, her vocals screaming in happiness as she kicks in her 
grandfather's arms and reaches out. 

Her mate's loving purr as he meets his father halfway is absolutely 
beautiful and Jane can't help the warm feeling from her belly 
blossoming out, a warmth that even the chill from the rain can't seem 
to subdue. Looking to Titus and Sol for a baby of her own, she 
quickly excuses herself. 

"I'm sorry, but I _have _to see my baby," she says as she _politely_ 
rushes past Titus standing in the open kitchen and into the room 
behind it, a small master bedroom with a dual crib taking up a large 
portion of the corner. 

Within, Damocles stands against the bars and cries for all he's 
worth, screaming as his vocals grate on her ears. His eyes are 
clamped shut, so he doesn't see her as she walks in, her voice 
ringing out as she pushes off the wet jacket and comes to the 
crib . 

"Sh, sha€ 1 It's okay, little man," she soothes softly, hearing his 
sobs cut off mid wail and his eyes widen in confusion. "Mommy's 
here . " 

Her son sniffles and whines, bouncing in place just before she takes 
him into her arms, saying calming nothings the entire time. Upon 
reaching her chest, he immediately clings to her with toes and 
fingers, head burrowing into her shoulder. 

"There, there. Everything's okay." Legs unable to keep up forever in 
their current, exhausted state, she sits on the almost too small bed 
to comfortably bed two and rubs the little child's back. "Mommy and 
daddy aren't going anywhere ever again. Never again." 

"That's a promise." She looks to the voice and smiles at her husband 
coming to her side, a calm and purring Cassia in his arms. "Dad and 
Sol said they haven't truly calmed since we went with the Alliance. 
Getting them to stop crying to sleep or eat has been a 
struggle . " 


"They missed us. 



He nods and smiles, leaning over to kiss her. It feels good to 
finally be at home somewhere that isn't a medical camp or warship, 
even if it's a cramped bedroom in his family's prefab in a refugee 
working camp. 

"I hope we aren't interrupting." 

Even if she'd like to say that, yes, they technically _are_ 
interrupting, she won't deny her mate's family their own chance to 
come to terms that they are _finally _here, away from the grasp of 
their health or the Alliance at least for now. So she smiles and 
shakes her head as Damocles chuffs and chirps, relaxing in her arms. 
"Not at all." 

Titus must understand the need to want to be alone with their 
children because he gives his daughter a look that clearly says to be 
quick before he says, "Sol and I don't mean to take away from this 
chance to be with the children, but I wanted you both to know you 
don't have to worry about trying to find a way into your own prefab 
at least for a while. You deserve to not have to immediately get to 
work . " 

"Dad," Garrus starts with a rumbling frown. "This can't be big enough 
for that-" 

Sol flicks her mandibles as she cocks her hips, hands on their juts. 
"Spirits, Garrus. Don't be stubborn. We have a cot we use as a couch 
and there's a room big enough for a second bed, so we're good. I'll 
take the cot and dad the bed, you both should take this bed to be 
with the babies." 

"Yes, well. Sol and I will have to discuss our own arrangements, but 
she's right. You both need a chance to rest before you put yourselves 
through any _more _work. You fought for four years straight, it's 
time for a break from action, whatever that may be." 

She and Garrus look to each other before Jane sighs. "Fine, but we'll 
be out as soon as we get bored of sitting around on our 
asses . " 

"Which I have a feeling won't be long," Garrus adds before covering 
her thigh with his hand. "Something just tells me we aren't the ones 
to stay of action, even if it's just helping to rebuild like the rest 
of the camp." 

His father hums in thought at that, but nods. "I think the babies 
will fall asleep in no time with how little sleep they have had. Once 
that happens, try to give yourselves some relaxation together." 
Something about the way his voice goes gravelly and Garrus' curt nod 
and growl makes her think this is one of those turian things. _'Give 
ourselves relaxation'? Together?_ 

She figures she'll find out soon enough what that really means as 
Titus ushers Sol out and pulls the thin divider that is supposed to 
be a door closed. Looking to her mate, she raises a brow. "What did 
he mean?" 

"About ? " 

"That thing you two did. His voice dropped and you growled at him. 



but it wasn't an angry, combative growl." 

He chuckles and looks to her. "What kind of growl was it, then?" 

"I have no fucking clue, that's why I'm asking you. Wait." She blinks 
in surprise as she goes back over the phrasing and words used. "Was 
he telling us to fuck?" 

Snorting, he laughs and nods. "He didn't really know how to say it, 
but I understood it well enough from his vocals. What gave it away to 
you? " 

"'Relaxation together' sounds a lot like 'ease tension together' and 
_that _is one of your sayings." 

Smirking, he leans closer to her ear, voice that low growl that sends 
wet heat from her belly down. "Is that a yes? Because I can already 
see Damocles is asleep and I'm pretty sure Cassia is not far 
behind . " 

"Damn right it's a yes," she says with a smirk of her own as she 
nibbles on the prong of his mandible. "I've been waiting four damn 
weeks to do it . " 

He chuckles and leans back, looking down to their son with love in 
his eyes. "Joking and our later plans aside, it really is good to be 
back here with them. No matter where we may be, I have found my peace 
with you and them. No war or its aftermath can change 
that . " 

Smiling, she lifts a hand to caress his scarred cheek. "I have found 
home with you and they are the happiness I never thought I'd have. A 
happiness you have given me." 

"You know that, one day, we will have to go back, " he says with a 
frown and dejected sigh. "They know we are aliveaCl and everything 
seems to fall apart without you." 

"Us . " 

"What?" He looks to her in confusion, rumbling quest ioningly . 

"It falls apart without _us_. You keep me together." She kisses him 
as she runs a hand over their son's barely there fringe. "Without 
you, there would be no Commander Shepard to help pull people's asses 
out of the fire. You're like the ground beneath my feet, the air in 
my sails . " 

"Air in the what?" 

She snorts. _Leave it to a water-fearing turian not to know phrases 
concerning seafaring vessels. _ "How about 'you are the Eezo to my 
drive core ' ? " 

He chuckles and kisses her. "Now it sounds like you're just making 
things up . " 

"Whatever works, " she replies with a smirk and shrug before laying 
back, to watch Damocles sleep in her chest. "Now just relax with me 
and our children." 



She hears his purr as the bed shifts under his weight, his hand 
taking hers as they lay side by side with their children atop their 
chests. "There's no place I'd rather be." 

Jane nods and smiles, squeezing his hand as she looks over to catch 
his icy blue eyes. "I love you, Garrus Vakarian." 

"I love you too, Jane Vakarian." 


End 
f lie . 



